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CHAPTER I.
CLIVE DARRELL.
The Sixteenth Hussars were quartered at 
Colchester, and it was during the hot and dusty 
month of August, when the British soldier of all 
ranks aches and pines to be anywhere on earth 
but where he is at that moment; for a barrick 
square is usually an uninteresting and unlovely 
spot, and during the drill season work is hard 
and weather is thirsty, and your officer longs for 
his seltzer and whiskey, or for a good deep 
draught of iced beer, and your private thinks 
wearyingly of the canteen as a little earthly par­
adise, where he can find refreshment for his 
body if not elevation for his soul. I do not 
think, take it all round, that Colchester is the 
liveliest billet in which a soldier can find him­
self ; the town is pretty and quaint and old, and 
is famed for having the best oysters and the 
ugliest women in the world, but even those at­
tractions combined do not make it exactly lively. 
There is very little to do, the shops are not par­
ticularly good—-I suppose it is too near London 
for that—and altogether most officers quartered 
there spend every few hours of leave that they 
can get in the modern Babylon which we call 
“town.”
Well, it was on a broiling August afternoon 
that the orderly officer for the day—and let me 
tell you, it is no joke to be orderly officer in a 
big garrison like Colchester—found himself in 
possession of the first half-hour of peace and 
idleness which had been his since he had 
turned out of his cot at six o’clock that morn­
ing.
He was a sociable young man, very young, 
and not ill-looking; his name, Ronald McNeil, 
and he was as Scotch as his name. Being 
Scotch and hardy, or perhaps because he was 
young to his work as yet, he was not bored out of 
his life and tired to death, as a man with three 
times his length of service would have been at 
that hour of the day; the only company that 
bored him was his own, and his first thought on 
being free for half an hour, was to go and find 
some of “ the fellows.”
' Not a soul in the ante-room, and of course, at
that hour, not a soul in the mess-room. He 
glanced at Punch, and the “ Day by Day ” in the 
Telegraph, and gave a casual look at the little 
rack to see if there were any letters for him, al­
though there was no chance of a post at that 
particular time, and his correspondence was 
never a voluminous one. And then he took up 
his whip and setled his cap jauntily over his 
right eye, and swaggered out into the open again.
He turned to the right when he got out of the 
Mess, and went as far as the corner of the block 
of buildings in which the officers’ Mess was, and 
then he stopped short.
“ Now I wonder where all the fellows are?” 
he muttered.
There was, however, not a sign of any one of 
them. A groom, wearing a light suit which had 
evidently been his master’s, passed him with a 
salute, and went into a door of the officers’ sta­
bles opposite. Otherwise there was not a soul 
to be seen.
“ Oh ! I’ll go and see if Darrell’s in his quar­
ters.”
He turned sharply around the corner, and 
went in the second door of the row of officers’ 
quarters, passed up the stone stairs, and 
knocked at the door at the right of the first land­
ing.
“ Come in,” cried a voice ; then added, “ Hal­
lo, Shaver, is that you ?”
“ Yes, are you busy ?”
“Not a bit. Thank the Lord I’m on leave,” 
Darrell replied.
“ On leave I” echoed McNeil, with a sigh 
of envy. “ You lucky beggar, how did you man­
age that ?”
Darrell laughed. “ Why just the same way 
that you managed it last week—I went and 
asked for it.”
“Ah!—” then, as if by an inspiration/4 but 
then I got mine to go to a wedding.”
“ Did you ? Well, I got mine by honestly say­
ing I didn’t feel very well, and that I thought a 
few days by the seaside would do me good. But, 
sit down, Shaver, and have a smoke.”
McNeil picked out a cigarette from a small 
box on the chimney-shelf—yes, a temporary one 
with a velvet top and a fringe, more or less din­
gy, such as you always see in officers’ quarters 
—and settled himself in the biggest chair he 
could find. “ Thanks, old fellow, one is glad of 
a cigarette after being on the grind the whole 
day.”
I said before that the young man was not in 
the least tired, yet he would have died the death 
before he would have owned as much to one of 
his seniors in service, who, one and all, were in 
the regular habit of grumbling and growling 
from morn till noon, and from noon till dewy 
eve, on those days when it fell to their lot to be 
orderly officer. So then he dropped back with a 
great show of exhaustion, and puffed away at his 
cigarette with the air of a man who had earned 
it by hard work.
“ By the by, Shaver,” said Darrell, presently, 
“ did you go to the wedding last week ?”
“ Of course I did.”
“Whose ?”
Young McNeil laughed. “A most romantic 
affair, I can tell you. The bridegroom was a 
Colonel Tregillis, the bride a Miss Mildmay; 
they were engaged twenty years ago.”
“ Then why’the deuce didn’t they get married 
then ?” Darrell exclaimed.
“ Oh! that’s more than I can tell you,” Mc­
Neil replied. “ I only know the outlines of the 
story. Anyway, they were engaged then, when 
she was a young girl in her teens, and for some 
reason he married another woman. This sea­
son he came back to English—I mean to Eng­
land, after having been eight years in India 
and a widower for eighteen months, and almost 
the first dinner-party he went to was at my 
people’s ; and he was sent in to dinner with her 
without my mother knowing a word of their 
story. Wasn’t it odd ?”
“ And now they’re married ?”
“Yes, they’re married. I saw them turned 
off safe enough.”
Darrell sat thinking for a minute. “ By Jove,” 
he exclaimed, “ but it’s a pretty idea. Is she fit 
to be seen ?”
“ Oh, well, a bit getting on, you know,” an­
swered the lad, judicially. “ Nearly forty, don’t 
you know, and never been married—well, a 
woman sometimes does get a bit—a bit old-
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fashioned, don’t you know, especially when she’s 
had one man in her head all the time ; but still, 
she’s all right enought to have fetched him prop­
erly.”
Darrell heaved a sigh of relief. “Well, ’pon 
my word, Shaver, it’s awfully pretty. I’m sorry 
I didn’t know ’em. I’d like to have given them 
a wedding-present.”
“ Why, Darrell,” cried Me Neil, “ I had no idea 
you were so sentimental. I thought you never 
went in for that sort of thing at all.”
“No more I do,” answered Darrell, promptly. 
“ I give you my word that I have never been m 
love in my life. I wish I could fall in love. 
Here I am, twenty-four years old, and one 
woman is just the same to me as another woman. 
I like them all, but I don’t seem as if I ever 
wanted to like any one better than another. 
And I’m getting so sick of living by myself! I’d 
give anything to be married and settled—nice 
little wife, comfortable home, and all the rest of 
it.”
“ But all the rest of it generally means babies,” 
objected McNeil, who was only twenty, and had 
the wisest ideas about the marriage state.
“Yes, I know, but all people don’t have 
babies ; and besides I do not mind ’em much. 
But three or four years of this life is enough for 
any fellow. Do you hear that ?” with a gesture 
toward the next room.
McNeil listened. “ Yes, they’ve been knock­
ing all the time I’ve been here. Is the Boot- 
black having something done to his rooms ?”
“Something is being done to his rooms,” an­
swered Darrell, with a laugh, “ but the Boot- 
black don’t know of it yet. He will when he 
comes back to-morrow.”
“ What’s on ?” asked McNeil.
“Well, you know, the Bootblack is just as 
stingy as he’s rich, and—he’s as rich as the 
devil. And it seems that the other day Harris 
looked into his quarters, for something, and 
being the first time he’d been there he naturally 
looked about a bit. ‘ What on earth,’ said he, 
‘ do you stick your pictures up like that for ? 
Why don’t you hang ’em up properly ?’ For all 
the pictures were just stood here and there, 
don’t you know—on the chimney-shelf, on the 
cup-boards, and the chests, and so on.”
“ ‘ Well,’ said the Bootblack, ‘ they charge a 
penny each, barrack damages, for every nail you 
drive into the walls, so I thought I do the brutes 
out of that, at all events.’
“‘Very economical of you, Bootblack, I’m 
sure,’ said Harris, and presently strolled out 
again.
“Well, you know, naturally enough Harris 
talked about the pictures and the barrack dam­
ages and all that a good bit, and Danvers evolved 
a plan. Scarcely any of the fellows have ever 
been in the Bootblack’s room at all—I never 
have. Have you ?”
“ Never 1” answered McNeil, promptly.
It was a point of honor with him not to have 
been there, for the Bootblack was an exceeding­
ly unpopular officer, and was more or less con­
signed to Coventry by his equals, while by his 
inferiors he was simply detested, though in their 
case that feeling could not be marked in the 
same way.
“Well, Danvers sethis wits to work, and as 
soon as the Bootblack went away, he and half a 
dozen others set to work with hammer and nails 
—by the by, it’s a dead secret, you know-----”
“Oh, of course—I’m as safe as the bank,” 
returned the lad, without a moment’s hesita­
tion.
“Well,” Darrell went on, “they bought 
pounds—oh 1 stones—very nearly tons of nails 
and a hammer each, and they’re spending every 
minute of their time hammering nails into the 
walls. The Bootblack has taken his servant with 
him, and Mrs. Timmins, his bed-maker, got a 
new baby the day before he went away, so no­
body is responsible. I took a look in yesterday, 
and they’ve got the Bootblack’s crest and motto 
in one place all neatly done in inch-long nails, a 
lion rampant—I don’t know if you’ve ever no­
ticed, Shaver, but money-lenders always seem 
to run to a lion rampant somehow—and the mot­
to, ‘ Semper Fidelis,’ underneath. That's 
another usuring fancy, likewise.”
“ What a magnificient idea 1” gasped the lad, 
brimful of admiration.
“Yes, it’s not bad. Then in another place 
they’re putting ‘ Welcome,’ in another the regi­
mental badge, in another an elaborate monogram 
J. W. A. B. M—the Bootblack’s full initials—and 
to finish up, two of them are busy with a sort 
of frieze all round the cornice, or rather just be­
low it. Oh, the Bootblack will have a nice little 
bill for barrack damages when we leave this. 
’Pon my word, poor chap,XI’m real sorry for 
him.”
McNeil, however, had no pity for the unfor­
tunate Hebrew who had been so unlucky as to 
get on the wrong side of his brother officers, and 
laughed long and loudly over the story of the 
joke that was being played upon him during his 
few days of leave. Darrell looked at his watch 
and jumped upi “By Jove, I must be off,” he 
said, “ or I shall miss my train.”
“Where are you going, Darrell 1” McNeil 
asked.
“ Dovercourt,” the other answered.
“ What?” exclaimed the younger.
“ Oh, it’s as good as any other place at this 
time of year,” answered Darrell, with a laugh. 
“ And I spoke the sober truth when I told the 
Chief I wanted a few days of the sea-air.”
CHAPTER II.
LORD CHARLIE’S DOUBLE.
Now, as a matter of fact, Darrell had not 
spoken quite accurately when he said to McNeil 
that he was going to spend his few days of leave 
at Dovercourt, for he went beyond Dovercourt 
Station, and on to Harwich. And there he found 
good accommodation and a very fair dinner at 
the Great Eastern Hotel, after which he went 
out with a cigarette and strolled along the sea­
wall in the direction of Dovercourt.
Between ourselves, it is not half a bad place 
to spend a few days in. The air is wonderful, so 
fresh and pure, and the sea-wall is quaint 
enough for the ordinary mind to take pleasure 
in. And in Harwich, lost in dirt as it is, there 
is a smack of the real sea-faring life that is very 
pleasant to those who love the smell of bilge- 
water and the scent of the tarred ropes with 
which all sea-going craft abound.
Now, Darrell loved the sea and everything 
connected therewith, and on this hot August 
evening he sauntered along the almost deserted 
sea-wall, thoroughly enjoying himself, all alone 
as he was. And finally, when he had got round 
the point where the lighthouse stands, he sat 
down upon a jutting stone, the better to drink 
in the salt sea-air which he had come to seek. 
And as he sat there he became aware that he 
was being closely watched by two pairs of keen 
blue eyes, and also that he was being discussed 
by the owners of them.
“No, Georgie, I tell you it isn’t,” said one 
clear young voice—that belonged to a girl of 
about eleven years, who had a tangle of bur­
nished fair curls, and looked like a Jack Tar in 
a kilt.
“ Yes, it is, Kitty. I know him quite well,” 
persisted the boy, Georgie, who might have been 
a year or two younger.
“ Nonsense,” returned the girl, in quick, de­
cided undertones. “ You haven’t seen Lord 
Charlie for more than two years, and that isn’t 
him. He’s like him, I admit,” she added ; “ but 
Lord Charlie’s nose is bendier out than that 
gentleman’s.”
“ It is Lord Charlie,” insisted Georgie, stub­
bornly.
Darrell began to think it was time to put the 
boy’s doubts at an end. “ Come here, my man,” 
he called out in his pleasant voice.
The boy came to him readily, followed rather 
unwillingly by the girl, who kept at a little dis­
tance from them. “ Yes, sir,” said Georgie.
“Do you think I am somebody you know?” 
Darrell asked.
“ Yes, I thought you were Lord Charles West,” 
the boy replied. “ But my sister, Kitty, says 
she’s sure you’re not him—and—and—I think so 
too now.”
Darrell laughed outright. “My man,” he 
said, “ you are not the first who has taken me 
for Charlie West; but I am not him, though I 
know him very well/’
“Oh, do you really?” and Georgie pressed 
close up to his knees and looked at him eagerly. 
Kitty, too, came a little nearer, a little trium­
phant that she had been proved right.
“ Do you know Lord Charlie ?” she said; “ are 
you his brother ?”
“ No, I am not his brother. My name is Dar­
rell, Clive Darrell of the Sixteenth Hussars, very 
much at your young ladyship’s service,” and he 
took off his hat with an air of ceremony such as 
made Kitty feel inches taller and years older.
“ How do you do ?” she said, with a grave little 
bow which nearly sent Darrell into convulsions. 
“ You would like to know our names too, I dare 
say ?”
“ Very much,” said Darrell, with quite a prop­
er show of interest.
“Mine is Kitty—for Katherine, you know; 
and Georgie’s is George Esmond—Esmond was 
his godfather’s name, Sir Ralph Esmond of Es- 
seldine. And our surname is Stephenson-
Stewart, but we are always called Stewart, you 
know.”
“ Stephenson-Stewart,” Darrell repeated. 
“ Why, let me see, I know the name, surely. Is 
your father in the Tenth Dragoons ?”
“ Yes,” delightedly ; “ that's our father. Do 
you know him ? Did you ever meet him ?”
“ Yes, I have just met him. I don’t suppose 
he would remember me, though. Let me see ; 
he is Major, isn’t he ?”
“Yes, he is Major—Brigade-Major at Aider- 
shot. We are not with the regiment now.”
“Really. Then is your father here? You 
must introduce me again to him.”
“ No, father isn’t here. But my sister Leila 
was very ill this summer, and the doctor said 
she was to come here, or, at least, on this coast; 
so we all came.”
“ With your mother ?” Darrell was getting in­
terested in the pair.
“ Oh, we haven’t a mother,” answered Kitty, 
in an everyday tone, such as told Darrell that 
their mother had not died very recently. “ We 
came with nurse, our old nurse that we always 
had, you know, and Miss Douglas.”
“ I see,” said Darrell. “ And Miss Douglas— 
who is she ?”
“ She fives with us,” Kitty answered, “ and she 
teaches us too. She’s a dear—we love her.”
“ How very nice for Miss Douglas,” said Dar­
rell with a smile.
“ Yes, it is rather nice for her,” said Kitty, seri­
ously—“ for she hasn’t any father or mother, or 
any relations at all. So if she didn’t five with 
us I really don’t know what she would do.”
“But we don t do lessons at Dovercourt,” 
chimed in Georgie. “ Father’s very last words 
were : ‘ Now, do let them all run wild, and I’ll 
come down whenever I can get a couple of days 
off’ ”
At this moment a small procession appeared 
in sight, consisting of a Bath chair, in which re­
clined a young girl much bundled up in furs, 
and evidently recovering from an illness ; an 
old man was dragging the chair, and an elderly 
woman walked behind, while beside it there 
came a tall girl dressed in blue serge, with a 
sailor hat upon her smooth dark head—a girl 
with a proud carriage of the head and a pair of 
gray, smiling eyes set with the blackest of 
lashes.
“ Here is Leila,” Kitty exclaimed, “ and that is 
nurse behind, and Miss Douglas walking by the 
side.” Then before Darrell could speak, she 
flew to the others.
“ Oh, Joan I” she said, “you must come and 
speak to this gentleman. He spoke to us, be­
cause we thought he was Lord Charlie—at least, 
Georgie did, I didn’t,” she added, suddenly re­
membering the exact facts of the case.
Darrell got up and took off his hat. “ Really 
I must apologize to you,” he said, “but the 
temptation to talk to them was irresistible 
and---- ”
“ And he knows father 1” Kitty cried.
“No, no. I said that I had met him,” re­
joined Darrell, quickly. “ One can hardly call 
that knowing him. I know of him, of course, 
being an army man myself,” to the tall girl.
She smiled frankly. “ I don’t think there is 
any harm done,” she said, looking at him and 
speaking in a bright tone. “ And I don’t won­
der at Georgie’s mistake, for you are like Lord 
Charles.”
“ I know it—and so does he,” said Darrell, 
thinking of the many mistakes about which he 
and Lord Charles had compared notes.
“ I do not wonder,” pleasantly, and preparing 
to walk on.
“You said,” said Kitty to Darrell, “that if 
father was here, I was to introduce you again te 
him; but if I introduce you to Joan it is the 
same thing, isn’t it? Joan, this is Mr. Darrell, 
of the Sixteenth Hussars.”
Miss Douglas bent her head, and Darrell took 
off his hat again. The girl felt that it was rather 
an awkward situation, and made the best of it.
“ If you are staying here,” she said, graciously, 
yet a little stiffly too, “ I-dare say you will see 
Major Stewart; he is coming next week.”
“I have only a few days’leave,” Darrell an­
swered ; “ but I hope that he will come before I 
go.”
“ Oh, yes. We must say good-by now.”
She bent her head, and, by a gesture, inti­
mated to the old man that he was to go on, but 
the two children fingered to take the most affec­
tionate leave of their new friend.
“ We shall be sure to see you again,” said 
Kitty, “ because we go on the front several times 
a day. Miss Douglas cannot bear the other end, 
where the Retreat is ; so we are always here, you 
know.”
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“ I shall be sure to look out for you,” said 
Darrell.
“ But perhaps you like the Retreat end,” Kitty 
suggested.
“I loathe it,” answered Darrell, promptly.
“ Come, Kitty—come,” Miss Douglas called 
from a little distance.
“ Yes, yes. Good-night, Mr. Darrell, I’m so 
glad we took you for Lord Charlie ;” and then 
hand in hand the two sped away after the Bath 
chair, which was slowly disappearing in the di­
rection of Dovercourt.
Darrell sat down on the ledge of stone again 
and lighted a fresh cigarette. “ What a nice 
girl,” his thoughts ran—“ and she’s a governess. 
They’re out of the common nice children, though 
—but for her to be a governess—oh ! it’s a beastly 
shame—a beastly shame!”
CHAPTER III.
“ WHEN ADAM DELVED,” ETC.
The . following morning Darrell, after the 
manner of soldiers, was up betimes, and had a 
swim before breakfast, at which he appeared 
looking so radiant and so thoroughly whole­
some, that more persons than one turned to look 
after him as he passed up the room, and more 
than one enquired of the waiter who the gentle­
man in the very light clothes was.
The reply of that functionary was thoroughly 
characteristic : “ He’s a Mr. Darrell,” he said, 
briefly, “ from Colchester.”
“ Is he an officer ?” one lady asked.
“ Something of that sort,” returned the waiter, 
vaguely; “he sent a telegram to the cavalry 
barracks last night after he got here.”
Meantime, Darrell had got the morning paper 
and was busy doing ample justice to the good 
meal before him, and when that was done he 
strolled out again with a view of studying the 
rank and fashion of Dovercourt. For this pur­
pose he walked along the sea-wall, disregarding 
the many seductive invitations on his way to try 
his fortune—for the consideration of one shill­
ing—upon the briny deep. On he walked until 
he had passed right through the gay little water­
ing-place and had reached the wooden palace at 
the extreme end of it, that part which the trip­
pers love, and where you may ride a donkey for 
almost any price if you choose to bargain, swing 
yourself in a huge swing with the help of a stout 
rope, and indulge in other violent delights of a 
like nature ; where you may sit on the sand and 
study the manners and customs of the people, 
the backbone of England, or go within the pal­
ace and regale yourself with tea and shrimps at 
sixpence and nmepence a head.
“ Rigg’s Retreat,” read Darrell from the wall 
above the entrance to the wooden palace. 
“Why, that must have been what my friend 
Kitty was talking about. By Jove! I should 
think Miss Douglas did not like it—it’s scarcely 
her form.”
He retraced his steps then and walked back 
along the cliff, turning into a bit of spa where 
you nave to pay a trifle for admittance. And 
just as he got down on to the level ground he 
almost knocked over Kitty Stewart, who was 
running across his path.
“Oh, it’s Mr. Darrell,” she said. “Good­
morning. Joan, here is Mr. Darrell.”
It must be owned that Mr. Darrell felt himself 
somewhat in a dilemna—he did not wish to snub 
the child’s friendly and innocent advances by 
simply taking off his hat and walking on, and yet 
he did not wish to seem to be forcing himself 
upon a girl who was a total stranger to him. In 
truth, he hardly knew what to do, and his looks 
showed it plainly.
Miss Douglas, however, secure in having the 
constant support of the staid old nurse, was 
quite at her ease. “ Good-morning,” she said, 
civilly.
“ Mr. Darrell,” cried Georgie, “ Kitty and I 
are going down on the sands to make a castle— 
will you go too ?”
Darrell looked at Miss Douglas in perplexity.
“ Don’t let them bother you,” she said, in an­
swer to his look.
“ It’s not that,” he replied—“ of course it’s not 
that—only look here, Miss Douglas, I can’t give 
you any more guarantee of my identity than to 
give you my word that I am, as I told the chil­
dren last night, Clive Darrell, of the Sixteenth 
Hussars, and if you don’t feel quite comfortable 
about it, please tell me, and I’ll go over to 
Felixstowe this afternoon and keep out of your 
way.”
His tone was so low that nobody else heard 
him, and Miss Douglas looked up into his eyes 
and spoke as frankly as he had done.
“ Well, Mr. Darrell, it is rather an unconven­
tional way of making an acquaintance, I admit;
but to tell you the truth, I have heard of Lord 
Charlie’s double so many times that I do not feel 
as though you were a stranger to us. So I think, 
if it does not bore you to talk to the children a 
little, there won’t be any harm in it.”
“You are very kind/’he said; “and may I 
say, very sensible ? Thank you very much; it 
will give me so much pleasure to talk to the 
youngsters a little—I am very fond of children.”
Miss Douglas smiled, and gave him a little 
bow, and sat down beside the invalid’s Bath 
chair as if the conversation was now quite at an 
end. Darrell, however, had something else to 
say, and said it, although Georgie had taken 
possession of his stick and Kitty of his arm, with 
the assured air of friends of long standing.
“ I have not asked after the invalid this morn­
ing,” he said ; “ and Kitty, you have not intro­
duced me to your sister.”
“ Oh ! I’m so sorry,” Kitty cried. “ This is my 
sister Leila. Leila—Mr. Darrell.”
Darrell took off his hat to the child, who flushed 
with pleasure at th^ honor—for it is an honor 
and a huge pleasure to any girl-child to have a 
man show her the ordinary courtesies that he 
shows to a grown-up young lady. .
“ You are better this morning?” he asked 
gently.
“ A little better,” she answered—she was more 
shy than Kitty—“ but I was very ill.”
“Oh, very ill!” said Miss Douglas, gravely; 
“but”—more cheerfully—“we are well on the 
mend now, are we not, darling ?”
“ Oh ! yes, Joan,” smiling at her.
And after that Kitty and Georgie took full 
possession of their new friend, and Darrell spent 
the next two hours at the hardest work he had 
ever remembered to have toiled at in all his life. 
How he dug and delved, and how his back ached, 
and how the sweat of honest labor, of which 
there would be no result, dropped from his brow 
until his face was like a fiery furnace, and he 
would have given a sovereign for a tumbler of 
beer with a head on it!
And was it all for no result ? was it all for the 
love he had for the children ? Well, to tell the 
truth, I very much doubt it. I think a certain 
air of gray, gray eyes had something to do with 
is sudden inspiration to toil for the pleasure of 
others ; and the worst of it all was that when the 
castle was finished, and his watch warned them 
that it was time to go home for luncheon, he 
came on to the wall again with the youngsters, 
only to find that Miss Douglas had gone home 
with the invalid, leaving the old nurse with her 
knitting to wait patiently until half-past one 
should come. When Darrell realized that she 
was gone, and that all his self-sacrifice had been 
thrown away, I am afraid he bade a very hurried 
farewell to his friends Kitty and Georgie, and 
went back to his hotel with thunder upon his 
brow and war in his heart. But Clive Darrell 
had not wasted either the time or the toil, for 
the children had become his staunch friends
forever.
And mind, there is something very leal and 
true about the love of a child. Look back over 
your own life, and note the feeling that you have 
for the grown men and women who were your 
friends—your very own real intimate friends 
then! Have your feelings for them ever altered ? 
Has your love for them ever changed ? I don’t 
think so. I know, for my own part, I had a dear, 
dear friend in the day& of my first decade. He 
was an Indian Judge ; his name was Richard. 
He bought me “ The Mysteries ofUdolpho,” and 
all the best things that I possessed at that time. 
He used to tell me the story of “ Alonzo the 
Brave and the Fair Imogen,” and frighten me 
out of my wits, and I used to call him “ Mr. Dick ” 
sometimes, to his intense disgust. Dear, dear ! 
I wonder where you are now, my dear Richard
W------- ! If you are alive and ever see these
lines, I wonder if they will recall your child- 
friend, who is getting on in years now, but who 
loves you just the same, just the same as all 
those years ago.
No, nothing that you do for a child is wasted, 
and those two hours which Darrell spent with 
the children were not wasted either, for they 
went home to the furnished home in Orwell 
Terrace, and they sang his praises to Joan 
Douglas, until she too caught the infection and 
felt quite a thrill of pleasure that she had been 
able to discriminate between the right sort and 
the wrong, and that she had been gravely gra­
cious to Lord Charlie’s double, instead of send­
ing him about his business with a stony glare of 
outraged propriety.
So when next they met, which was late in the 
afternoon of that day, she was quite pleasant 
and friendly with him. She kept Kitty’s hand 
tightly through her arm, and Kitty’s slim young 
person between them. But the nurse was not
there, for the invalid had a slight headache and 
the nurse had stayed within doors to take care of 
her, and Darrell felt that to be allowed to walk 
on beside Miss Douglas was a distinct advance1 
in the right direction.
He was surprised to find how well-informed 
she was, not on those subjects which we call 
book learning—for that one expects in a gov­
erness—but in all those ways which such men as- 
him call life. She seemed to have been every­
where, to have done everything—to have had, 
in fact, quite a lovely time, as a girl would ex­
press it.
And Kitty hung upon her arm in sweetest 
friendliness, and supplied considerable data aa 
a supplement to their conversation.
“Joan, don’t you remember when father took 
us to so-and-so ?” Or, “Joan, it wasn’t then, it 
was during father’s last long leave, when we all 
went to Paris.”
It was very strange, and then, even as they 
walked along, a horrible thought presented it­
self to him—a thought which accounted for tha 
governess of a man like Stephenson-Stewart 
living the life of a young lady of fashion—“ Evi­
dently Stewart means to marry her himself.”
CHAPTER IV.
GETTING ON.
It must not be supposed, however, that this 
idea prevented our friend Darrell from making 
what way he could with Miss Joan Douglas. 
After that first little walk, when she had been so 
careful to keep Kitty between them, it came to 
be quite an accepted state of affairs that ho 
should go, whenever he tooks his walks abroad, 
in that direction where he was to all intents and’ 
purposes perfectly sure of finding ’them, that is 
to say, of finding Miss Douglas and the Stephen­
son-Stewarts. They were always somewhere on 
the front, for at Dovercourt there is not much 
temptation to get off the actual coast, unless you 
happen to be of the class which considers “ an 
airing” as an indispensable part of a sojourn at 
the seaside. In the neighborhood of Dovercourt 
you see the particular form of cruelty to animals 
which an “ airing” often involves in great per­
fection ; for if you take a drive along any of the 
roads within four or five miles o,f the little water­
ing-place, you may meet as many as a dozen 
parties within an hour. They are nearly all 
alike, a heavy wagonette packed full of people,, 
drawn by a very small, starved-looking, and gen­
erally permanently lame pony—no, not a horse, 
nor yet a cob—a pony of twelve or fourteen 
hands only. The road is an up-and-down sort of 
road, if not actually hilly, but nobody ever seems 
to dream of getting out and walking.
The day before yesterday I saw such a party 
at Oakley Street, a village four miles from Dov­
ercourt. There was the usual wagonette, the 
usual wretched lame pony, and the load con­
sisted of eight full-grown persons, five of them 
the fattest women I ever saw, women who wore 
dolmans and sat solid. Besides these there were 
four biggish children and three babies in arms 1 
A few yards further I met a much larger party 
on their way back to Dovercourt, but it is true 
that their “ gee ” was almost a cob.
“ Oh 1” you would ask, “ are there no police in 
the neighborhood?” Certainly there are. In 
almost every village excepting ours you may 
find a small cottage with a little blue plate 
above the door bearing upon it in white word© 
“ County Police.” I fancy, though, that the po­
lice go hay-making or harvesting—anyway they 
never interfere with the “ airing ” fiends. They 
tell me that it would be no good if they did— 
that there are no local by-laws or regulation© 
concerning the numbers which vehicles may 
carry, and that drivers of such conveyances may 
do exactly as they like so long as the Cruelty to 
Animals people do not come down upon them. 
But I do wish that the Cruelty to Animals peoples 
would look at their map of Essex and take notice 
that there is such a place as Dovercourt, and 
also take my word for it that, during the sum­
mer months, that particular place would be all 
the better for a little attention from them.
Happily, the young Stephenson-Stewarts did 
not crave for little jaunts along the country 
lanes, and generally remained on the sea-front, 
Generally, too, Darrell remained with them, al­
though he did not after that first morning give 
himself exclusively up to the work of construct­
ing castles of sand. He told Kitty mat he had 
overworked himself on the previous morning, 
and was afraid he had got a permanent crick in 
his neck which, unless it passed off, would cer­
tainly be the means of ending his career of glory 
as a soldier in Her Majesty’s service.
And Kitty was dreadfully concerned. She in­
sisted upon his sitting down by Joan and Leila
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and keeping himself very, very quiet, and then, 
having given him a bit of toffee from a private 
store in her pocket, she carried Georgie off to 
look among the rocks for shell-fish—preferably 
cockles.
“ It’s very good of Kitty to billet me so com­
fortably,” Darrell remarked to Miss Douglas, as 
the children disappeared over the edge of the 
sea-wall.
“ Oh! Kitty is very tender-hearted, ’ Miss 
Douglas replied, with a certain dewy tenderness 
about her eyes which went near to finishing the 
havoc she liad already made of his heart.
“ Kitty is the most charming little lady that it 
has been my pleasure to meet for some time,” 
returned Darrell, promptly. “I only hope she 
has not inconvenienced you by her care for 
me.”
Miss Douglas looked aside at him with her 
wonderful gray eyes and laughed. “ I think you 
are one of the most diffident men I ever met, 
Mr. Darrell,” she said.
“ Well, you wouldn’t like it if I wasn’t—under 
the circumstances ?” he said, questioningly.
“ No, I should not—that is quite true/’ she 
answered, “ but all the same, I may as well tell 
you that I felt a little—a little uncertain the 
other night, as to what I ought to do ; you see, 
I don’t generally pick up acquaintances through 
the children. But it was so odd their taking you 
for Lord Charlie, who is quite a great friend of 
theirs, or rather who was so two years ago, and 
then my seeing the likeness, and you being a 
friend of his, and altogether the circumstances 
were peculiar. So I sent a telegram to Major 
Stewart that evening, saying. ‘The children 
have made friends with a Mr. Clive Darrell, Six­
teenth Hussars. Is it all right ?’ and this morn­
ing I have had his answer.”
“Yes—and he says? Miss Douglas, I give 
you my word I never felt so anxious in my life,” 
Darrell said, and in truth he looked so.
She drew a letter out of her pocket and spread 
it upon her knee. Darrell, without wishing to 
look at it, saw out of the tail of his eye that it 
began ‘ My dear Joan/’ He says this ”—Miss 
Douglas said, reading from it—‘“I think it is 
all right about Darrell. I met him once at din­
ner at the Sixteenth mess. He seemed a very 
popular young lellow, and is so wonderfully like 
Charlie West that I thought at first it was him.’ 
So you see,” folding the letter and leaning back 
against the rough-hewn stones behind her, 
“ though it was rather an unconventional intro­
duction it is practically the same as if somebody 
neither of us knew intimately had said, ‘Mr. 
Darrell, Miss Douglas/ ”
“Thank Heaven for that,” ejaculated Darrell, 
fervently.
And after this it was wonderful how well they 
got on, how really friendly he became with them. 
He was good and thoughtful for the children too, 
although he did not dig and delve for them 
again—he took them out twice in a sailing-boat, 
and he treated them to various pleasures, new 
spades, donkey rides, buckets, and other joys 
dear to a child*s heart.
And to the delicate little Leila, whose pleas­
ures for the present were necessarily of a very 
limited kind, he made life very much brighter 
by little gifts of books and papers and fruit, by 
sitting patiently down and telling her of things 
that interested her, and so helping her to bear 
the tedious weariness of a slow recovery. And 
for reward he had the fact that Joan Douglas was 
always there, and sometimes he had long talks 
to her when the others were not by. Surely, 
surely, never so much quiet delight was got out 
of one week’s leave before.
On the third morning he began to tell Leila 
and Joan about the trick that some of his broth­
er officers had been playing upon the one whom 
they called “The Bootblack.”
“ But why do you call him ‘ The Bootblack ?’ ” 
Leila inquired.
“Well, it is rather a libel on bootblacks in 
general, I admit,” Darrell replied. “ I can’t 
quite go into all the details, but this man hap­
pens to be very unpopular, and nobody speaks 
to him except officially; excepting, that is, on 
very rare occasions.”
“ Pleasant for him,” murmured Joan. “ What 
is his name ?”
“His honored name is Moses,” Darrell re­
plied.
“ Oh! then he is a Jew ?”
“ Well, he is, but it isn’t for that reason that 
he’s been sent to Coventry—oh, not a bit of it. 
But he’s a regular bounder—”
“ What’s a bounder ?” inquired Leila.
Darrell cast an apologetic glance at Joan. 
•“ Really, Miss Douglas, I beg your pardon,” ne 
said. “My child,” he went on to Leila, “I 
ought not to have said that to you. But this Mr.
Moses is a very disagreeable person, who does 
everything he can to make all the others dislike 
him. And as he won’t leave the regiment, we 
have sent him to Coventry instead. He is very 
rich and very stingy, and as he would not hang 
his pictures up in his rooms because he would 
have to pay a penny each for the nails as bar­
rack-damages, some of the fellows have taken 
considerable trouble to ornament his walls for 
himand then he went into the details of the 
whole story, so far as he knew it.
“ I had a letter from Harris this morning,” he 
continued, when he had told his story up to the 
time of his going on leave ; “ Harris is a great 
friend of mine, and was first to start the idea, 
though unintentionally; and he tells me—but 
I’ll read you his letter.”
He took three or four letters from his breast
gocket and selected one from them. “ The ootblack came back from his leave last night. 
We were all at mess. We didn’t know what 
time he was coming until he burst into the mess- 
room like a tornado or a whirlwind, and blurted 
it all out to the Colonel. The Colonel heard 
him patiently till he had to stop for breath.
“ ‘ You have not apologized for your morning 
clothes, Mr. Moses !’ ” he remarked, mildly.
“ ‘ My clothes !’ ”—and here Darrell coughed 
and elaborately omitted a word or two—“ ‘ I tell 
you, Sir,’ be almost shrieked, ‘ I left my rooms 
open, thinking I was among gentlemen,’ with a 
withering look around, ‘ and I come back to find 
thousands of nails hammered into my walls.’
“ ‘ You would not expect to find them glued, 
would you ?’ the Colonel inquired, mildly.
“‘I shall have a penny-a-piece to pay for 
them,’ yelled the Bootblack.
“‘I’m afraid you will, Mr. Moses,’ said the
Chief very gently, ‘ but may I ask why you had 
them put in ?’
“ ‘ I did not—I—I—it’s those brutes,’ he 
screamed.
“ ‘Well, well, you must not be hard on them,’ 
said the Colonel, soothingly. ‘ The tradesman 
is very much at the mercy of his workpeople, 
and workpeople don’t have the finest brains in 
the world, or they would not be workpeople at 
all. I always find it the safest plan to give a
written order---- ’ but you know the way the
dear old Chief twaddles on when he gets 
started.”
‘ I should think I do,” commented Darrell, 
with a laugh.
“Well, at last the Bootblack made the Colonel 
understand that the new decoration of his rooms 
had been done without his knowledge or con­
sent, and on hearing that the old Chief stiffened 
all over in a moment.
“ ‘ Have you any evidence that it was done by 
your brother officers, Mr. Moses ?’ he asked.
“ ‘ Evidence ! Why, there’s the nails, Sir,’ 
cried the Bootblack/ thousands of them. Surely 
that’s evidence enough for anybody.’
“ ‘ I am afraid,’ said the Colonel, ‘ that a dead 
body is not considered sufficient evidence on 
which to hang a man for murder, without some 
more definite evidence to fix the guilt of it on 
him. You can report your grievance to me 
officially if you like—but I strongly advise you 
not to do so, as unless you can bring me actual 
evidence, I can, of course, do nothing in the 
matter. And I am afraid you will have to pay 
for the barrack damages all the same/
“The Bootblack fairly groaned.
“ ‘ The fellows who did it are all here/ he said.
* They can’t deny it. You ask them, Sir.’
“ You should have seen the Colonel’s face, 
Darrell—you would never have forgotten it. He 
looked like a turkey-cock and a boiled lobster 
rolled into one. ‘ I do not require you to teach 
me my duty, Mr. Moses/ he said, in a stiffly- 
ceremonious tone. ‘ I have told you what course 
you can take, and I have given you the advice 
which my experience of army life tells me is the 
best—you can please yourself whether you follow 
it or not; but we will close this discussion, Mr. 
Moses, if you please, and confine, ourselves to 
parliamentary language for to-night.”
Darrell broke off short and looked at the two 
girls with laughing eyes. They were all too 
well versed in the etiquette of a mess-room not 
to appreciate the joke to the full.
“ You must tell that to father when he comes,” 
said Leila, lying back in her chair, limp and 
weak, poor child, with the exertion of her hearty 
laugh.
“ Yes,” said Joan,“you must certainly tell the 
Major.”
CHAPTER V.
THE LIGHT OF HIS LIFE.
Major Stephenson-Stewart did not manage 
to get off from his duties at Aldershot during the
few days that Darrell remained at the Great 
Eastern Hotel, at Harwich. He had intended to 
do so, but some personage was taken down to 
Aldershot that week, and, naturally, the Brigade- 
Major could not be absent just then.
The childen were disappointed, but they bore 
their disappointment with the equanimity which 
very happy childen frequently display upon 
occasion, and on the Friday afternoon—the day 
that they had expected their father to come— 
Darrell stood treats in the shape of donkey-rides 
to a quite alarming extent, in spite of many re­
monstrances from Miss Douglas.
“ You ought not to spend so much money over 
them,” she expostulated—“you are spoiling 
them dreadfully, and they really victimize you.
I am sure the Major would notallow it if he were 
here.”
“ But he is not here,” pleaded Darrell—“And 
even if he were, I can’t think he would have the 
heart to deny them a donkey-ride or two. Don’t ' 
put a stop to their fun, Miss Douglas, and 
mine.”
“ But what fun can it be for you to pay for 
donkey-rides for somebody else?” she asked, 
opening her eyes very widely at such a novel 
idea of enjoyment.
“I didn’t quite mean it in that way,” he re­
plied—“ but you see, since you have sprained 
your foot and cannot walk much, ana Leila 
takes her air with the old duenna to keep her 
company, a few donkey-rides provide occupation 
at a little distance for our young friends at an 
exceedingly cheap rate—and—and I am able 
to talk to you without interruption of any kind.”
Miss Douglas blushed a little. “That must 
be poor sort of entertainment,” she said, looking 
away from him.
“ Oh, very poor!” returned Darrell, with a 
laugh which belied the words. “ Miss Douglas, 
do let the youngsters have a good time—and me 
too.”
So Darrell won the day and stayed where he 
was by Miss Douglas’s side, paying for one 
donkey-ride after another until it was time for 
them to go in to supper, as they called a some­
what nondescript meal which they had about 
half-past six o’clock. Lelia had gone in half an 
hour earlier, and the old man brought the Bath 
chair back for Miss Douglas (who had turned 
her ankle on a stone the previous day, and could 
not do more than hobble a few steps with the 
help of a good stout stick). Naturally enough it 
was Darrell’s strong arm which helped her from 
her seat to the chair, and Darrell, who walked 
beside her to Orwell Terrace, with his hand 
resting on the side of the chair, in a very pro­
prietorial sort of way—“ You’ll come out again 
this evening, won’t you ?” he asked, in a per­
suasive voice.
“ Oh! not this evening, I think,” she answered, 
doubtfully.
“ I am going back to Colchester to-morrow,” 
he urged.
“ But not very early ?” she replied.
“ Yes, I am going back very early—before 
eight o’clock.”
“ Really?”
“ Yes, really. You will come out again for a 
little, won’t you ?”
“Well, I’ll see,” with a laugh. “Good-by, 
anyway.”
He went back to the hotel with a light heart 
enough, and enjoyed his solitary dinner toler­
ably well. He was sorry that Major Stewart had 
not been able to come to Dovercourt as he had 
intended, because he wanted to have a talk with 
him—he wanted Major Stewart to see him before 
he went any further with Joan Douglas ! For 
he had several days before fully made up his 
mind that she was the one woman in the world 
for him—yes, these things are done pretty 
quickly sometimes ; for instance, my wife and I 
met one Thursday at noon and the following 
Monday evening we agreed to run in double­
harness for the rest of our lives. Darrell was 
thinking about her as he ate his dinner, think­
ing how dignified nnd gracious she was, what 
self-reliance there was about her, what quick 
wit she had, and how her great gray eyes shone 
like stars in her pure pale face.
Darrell himself was just the type of man to 
admire pale dark beauty in a woman, for he was 
of a fairish complexion, very much sunburnt 
just then, his eyes were between gray and blue, 
his features resolutely cut if not very handsome, 
while in height he was some five feet ten and in 
figure strong, and broad in the shoulders with­
out being heavy in build. Altogether a very 
wholesome and personal young man, with beau­
tiful manners and excellent nerves.
She was still in his mind when he had finished 
dinner and was off again to Dovercourt, for to­
night he knew that he would find the little party
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on the open space just in front of Orwell Terrace, 
Miss Douglas not being able to get further a- 
field. Miss Douglas—Joan ; why, what a sweet 
little dignified name it was. How well it went 
with Douglas, and how well it would go with 
Darrell one of these days. For he never gave 
thought for a moment to the possibility that she 
might not be willing to change her name for his, 
although still in his heart there lingered and 
recurred to him, at times, a remnant of that first 
doubt that Major Stewart might have some in­
tention of marrying her himself. It came back 
to him then as he walked along the sea-wall, 
and, having it so recalled to him, he made a 
point of putting a few leading questions to Miss 
Douglas upon the subject that evening.
“ Their mother is dead, isn’t she ?” he asked, 
when the two children had gone for a turn on the 
parade to keep Leila company.
“ Oh, yes.”
“ Been dead long ?”
“ About five years.”
“Ahi—so long. Then I suppose you never 
saw her ?” he remarked.
“ Oh, yes, I knew Mrs. Stewart very well. She 
was killed, you know.”
“ Killed! Why, what do you mean ?”
“ She was killed in an accident. Major Stewart 
—he was Captain Stewart then—had bought a 
new pair of horses—such beauties—and the very 
first time he took her for a drive something 
happened to frighten them—they were passing 
a field in which there was some agricultural en­
gine, and this thing exploded in some way and 
the horses bolted. They were both thrown out 
and the carriage utterly wrecked—Captain 
Stewart’s arm was broken and his face fearfully 
cut and bruised, and Mrs. Stewart never spoke 
or moved again. Oh, yes, she lived several 
hours, but it was quite hopeless from the first.”
“ And I suppose he was dreadfully cut up ?”
Miss Douglas turned her lovely eyes upon him 
in astonishment. “ Why,” she began, then 
changed her tone. “ Ah I I forgot, you do not 
really know him. He was almost heart-broken 
—he adored her—he has never been the same 
since.”
“ Then you think there is no likelihood of his 
marrying again,” said Darrell.
“ Major Stewart will never marry again, Mr. 
Darrell,” she answered, decidedly. “ Some good 
husbands and wives marry again simply because 
they are so lonely and so wretched, they marry 
out of a sort of desperation ; but Major Stewart 
wasn’t that kind of husband at all. He was de­
voted to her—not because he was the sort of 
man that makes a good husband to any ordinari­
ly nice wife, but because he adored her, her 
only. He was wrapped up in her—his love for 
her was a religion—she was the very light of his 
life, and when she was taken away the light of 
his life died out forever as far as this world is 
concerned.”
“ Poor chap,” murmured Darrell, under his 
breath.
“ He is just the same with the children—they 
are her children, and he adores them because of 
that. They are beautiful, winning little souls 
all three of them, that no one could help loving, 
but to him they are first and foremost reflec­
tions of her. Oh I he will never marry again, 
never.”
“ I can quite believe it,” said Darrell, who, 
now that his mind was set at rest, felt all sympa­
thy toward the poor fellow who had lost the wife 
of his heart all in a moment and without 
warning.
And the next day he went to his regiment.
CHAPTER VI.
SO NEAR AND YET-------
I do not know if I have already said that Major 
Stewart had taken the furnished house at 
Dovercourt for three months; but such was the 
case.
When they—that is, the three children and 
Miss Douglas—became acquainted with Lord 
Charlie’s double, they had only been in Dover­
court a few days; and after his week of leave 
was over, Darrell contrived to see a good deal 
of them, notwithstanding that leave was very 
difficult to get, and that his Colonel considered 
that he had done very well in that respect. But 
he got into a habit of disappearing from Col­
chester as soon as work was over for the day, 
and of turning up quietly at the Great Eastern 
at Harwich, where he ate his dinner and then 
strolled out in a casual kind of way in the direc­
tion of Dovercourt. And there, for a couple of 
hours or so, he used to sun himself in the light 
of Joan Douglas’s beautiful eyes, and in the 
morning get up at a really unearthly hour and
get back to Colchester in time for “ Officers’ 
Call.”
And strangely enough, he never happened to 
see Major Stewart. Twice he came down for a 
day and night, and twice Darrell happened to 
be on duty, with a long court-martial during the 
following day, so that he did not get down to 
Harwich until late, when he found that Major 
Stewart had already left.
“ It’s so odd,” he said one day to Joan—“ that 
I have never met Major Stewart yet.”
“ Yes—so it is, but you see he is very busy 
iust now, and so are you. He says he has never 
known so many show-people taken down to Aider- 
shot before—all this summer has been spent in 
showing off, and he does hate it so.”
“ Oh ! yes—we all do. By the by, did you tell 
him that I came over pretty often ?”
“ Kitty did,” she replied, and even in the 
gathering darkness he could see the tell-tale 
color rising in her cheeks.
“ Oh ! Kitty. And what did he say ?”
She laughed outright—“ Oh I Mr. Darrell, I
can’t tell you exactly what he said-----” all the
same she could have done so to the very letter 
if she had been so inclined. “How conceited 
you are I What can it matter to you what he 
said about you ? ”
“Butit does matter—vitally, as it happens. 
Tell me what he said-----” persuasively.
“He said that, to the best of his recollection, 
you were not so good-looking as Lord Charlie.”
“ And he is right^enough.”
“ I don’t think so,” Joan burst out—then cried 
“ Oh I” and jumping up from her seat, hurried 
on to catch up to the others, who were all walk­
ing on ahead.
Darrell perforce quickened his pace and soon 
came up with her. “Why need you have hur­
ried away like that?” he asked, reproachfully.
“ I—I thought they had been long enough 
without us,” she answered, promptly.
“ It wasn’t kind of you,” he went on—“ I have 
had such a tiresome, disagreeable day, and I was 
so happy and contented sitting there, and then 
all in a moment you rush off like that without 
any reason at all. I call it exceedingly unkind 
and inconsiderate of you.”
They had fallen a little behind the Bath chair 
again, and Joan, feeling that she might as well 
have sat still where he was, as he put it, con­
tented and happy found nothing to say but an 
inarticulate murmur which Darrell interpreted 
in his own way.
“ Let us sit down again,” he said, softly, and 
Joan, overpowered by the romance of the hour, 
sat down obediently enough upon the seat that 
he pointed out to her.
But alas I the spell was broken—on the first 
seat they had been alone, on the second they 
were immediately followed by a coup^ of com­
mon-place women, who were keen on the subject 
of their respective husbands’ delinquencies and 
shortcomings.
“ Well, Mrs. Smith,” said one—“ all that I can 
say is that I don't know ’ow you bring yourself 
to bear it. I don’t sav but what Mr Todd’as’is 
faults—goodness knows I should be telling a 
story if I did—but drinking ain’t one of ’em.
‘ Mr. T.’—I says to him times out of count—‘it’s 
my opinion that the ’usband ought to have a free 
’and—but tell me when you want me to pack up 
and go, and just come ’ome drunk, and I’ll take 
the ’int.’ ”
“ And we may as well take the ’int too,” mur­
mured Darrell savagely to Joan, who, already 
convulsed with laughter, was but too glad to get 
up and go back to the people loitering up and 
down the short parade. And alas and alas! the 
spell of enchantment which had been over them 
both a few moments before, was gone forever.
Darrell was dreadfully disappointed, and as 
he took her hand in parting, half an hour later, 
he told her that he did not think that he should 
be able to come again for several days.
“ But why ?” she faltered.
“OhI we’re awfully hard worked just now,” 
he answered, with a fine assumption of careless­
ness.
She was turning away when he caught her 
hand again.
“ Would you mind if you did not see me again 
for a week ?” he asked.
“ Yes. I should mind.”
“Very much ?”
She hesitated a moment—then she turned 
back to him and answered simply and truly— 
“ Yes, I should mind very much. But why do 
you ask me, Mr. Darrell ? You know without 
telling just how much I should mind.”
“Joan—” he burst outm a passionate whisper 
—“my darling—my darling.’^
There seemed to be a fate against them that 
night, for just as the words left his lips Kitty
came running up—“ Joan, why don’t you ever 
ask Mr. Darrell to come in ?” she asked.
Joan looked at him hesitatingly. Darrell an­
swered for her—“ Not until your father is here, 
my dear little woman,” he said, and then he 
bent down and kissed her twice—“ but thank 
you, Kitty, for saying that—I’ll not forget it.”
Then he turned to Joan and took her hand. 
“ Good night, my darling,” he said tenderly, 
and bending his head, kissed the hand he still 
held within his own.
But it was Kitty who spoke the last word to 
him that night. “Joan,” she said, “may I go 
to the end of the terrace with Mr. Darrell ? I 
want to tell him something.”
“Ifyou like,” Joan answered, for the place 
was all very quiet and not a soul was, as a matter 
of fact, in sight—“ I will stand here and wait for 
you.”
“Mr. Darrell,” the child said when they had 
gone half the length of the short terrace—“ you 
are very like Lord Charlie.”
“ Did you bring me here to tell me that ?” he 
asked, smiling at her in the moonlight.
“No—but you are not like him to look at, but 
you like Joan iust as he does.”
“ Does he like Joan ?” He liked to use her 
name, the dear little, soft-sounding name that 
suited her so well; and the very fact of being 
able to speak of her so to the child seemed to 
give him a greater intimacy with them all— 
“ Does he like Joan ?” he asked.
“Lord Charlie,” Kitty echoed—“why, Mr. 
Darrell, of course he does,” with all the wonder 
of a child that he did not know the fact.
“ But everybody likes Joan,” explained Dar­
rell, who did not like to think that one of his 
best friends was hard hit in the same quarter a© 
himself.
“OhI but Lord Charlie worshipped the very 
ground Joan walked on,” Kitty cried—“Nurse 
said so. And the very last time he came to see 
us something happened. I don’t know what it 
was, but afterward Nurse said that she supposed 
Joan had given him his answer, and that ne was 
upset about it. I asked Nurse what it was an 
answer to, but she told me not to trouble myself 
about it—when I was troubling myself dread­
fully about it all the time. I shall never forget,” 
she went on, “ what he looked like when he went 
away—he cried.”
“ Nonsense,” exclaimed Darrell, who did not 
want to hear, yet did not know how to stop her 
from saying any more.
“Oh I I don’t mean that he howled,” said 
Kitty—“but he kissed me before he went, and 
my face was all wet. And he told me to be good 
to Joan and that he would love me always. I 
know.” she ended.
Darrell was silent for a moment or so. “ Kitty,” 
he burst out, “you ought not to have told me 
that.”
“ But why not ?”—wonderingly. “ It’s true.”
“ Yes, I know—but a great many things are 
true which are better left unsaid. And I think 
Charlie West would be very much hurt if he 
knew that you had told anyone of that.”
“ But I told Joan afterward,” she said, rue­
fully. “ And Joan gave a great sigh and looked 
so sorry—and then she said, ‘ Poor Lord Charlie. 
Well, I couldn’t help it.’ ”
“ Well, don’t talk of it to anyone else,” said 
Darrell; “ and now go in, my little friend, you 
are keeping Joan waiting ”
He watched her until she was safely within 
the house, and then went back to the hotel with 
a new idea to think of.
So dear old Charlie West had had a try for 
Joan Douglas and had failed. Well, well, what 
a queer world it was. And how strange that he, 
who was Charlie’s double, should win the day. 
For there was no doubt that he had won it. He 
had seen the bright blushes on her cheeks, the 
soft light in her eyes. She had told him that he 
knew just how much she would miss him if he 
did not come again for several days! It was 
wonderful, wonderful, that of the two men so 
much alike, she should choose the one who was 
the least desirable in a wordly sense. It was 
wonderful; but he was in Heaven at that mo­
ment, and he stood looking out over the wide 
stretch of sea, thanking God over and over again 
for having kept his heart free and whole, a fit 
shrine for the sweetest soul that had ever come 
across his path.
Not, all the same, that Clive Darrell was a man 
who would be a poor match for any girl. He had 
come of a good stock—the Darrells of the great 
banking firm of Darrell, Walton & Clive, great 
north country bankers, whose business had been 
carried on for several generations from father 
to son. And like many such firms, they had 
married among themselves and had inter-mar­
ried, and the old name had dwindled down to
6 HE WENT FOR A SOLDIER
one or two representatives where once there 
had been at least a dozen men in the prime of 
life all more or less connected with the bank and 
its branches, or occupying the most prominent 
positions in the county.
But now all that generation had died off (ex­
cepting one, an uncle of Clive Darrell’s, the 
present head of the firm), leaving as present 
representatives several Walton girls, our friend 
Clive, and two sons of his uncle’s, both in the 
firm with their father.
There had been no question of Clive’s going 
into the firm. He was an only child, and the 
idol of his father’s heart; he had, almost from 
his babyhood, expressed an intense desire to be 
a soldier, and therefore his career had always 
been looked upon as settled. His father had 
been dead about four years at the time of which 
I am writing, and Clive Darrell, with a comfort­
able fortune vested in the business, enjoyed life 
in the service on an income of something like 
three thousand a year. So that he had no hesi­
tation in offering himself where, thanks to 
Kitty’s information, he knew that Lord Charlie 
had failed.
The following day he went back to Colchester, 
and the next day he was on duty, and the day 
after that there was an inspection by the Duke 
and a huge dinner in the evening, at which he 
was obliged to put in an appearance, although 
he was chafing to be off to Harwich to see Joan 
again.
However, duty is duty, and in the service duty 
comes before every other consideration ; and it 
was not until the fourth day after parting with 
Joan that he was able to look forward to going 
down to Harwich again.
“ Clive,” said Harris to him on that fourth 
morning/* will you go out with me to St. Anne’s ? 
They’ve got a garden-party on this afternoon 
and want one or two more men.”
‘ ‘ Awfully sorry, old chap, it’s quite impossi­
ble,” Darrell answered—“ I’m engaged.”
“ Oh, all right—I’ll take one of the others,” 
Harris rejoined—then added to a bystander, 
when Darrell had got out of hearing—“Old 
Darrell’s up to something. I wonder what it is.”
“Oh! it’s a woman, of course,” said a very 
young officer, wisely.
Harris looked at him—“Well, I don’t suppose 
it’s a baboon, my child,” he said, gravely.
CHAPTER VII.
NEWS !
On the morning of the fourth day the Post- 
Corporal arrived in barracks at the usual time, 
and among other letters Darrell received one 
bearing the post-mark of the town in which the
great banking firm of Clive, Walton & Darrell ad its headquarters. “From my uncle,” Dar­
rell thought, as he noted the handwriting.
So it proved to be. He broke the seal without 
having any suspicion that it was more than an 
ordinary letter, although it was certainlv not a 
usual thing for his uncle to write himself upon 
any matter of business connected with his 
nephew’s property. But as he read down the 
first page his very blood seemed to turn to water 
and freeze within him, and all his new-found 
happiness died in that dreadful moment.
“My Dear Clive,” the letter ran, “We are 
all in terrible anxiety and trouble, and I feel 
that it is due to you to lose no time in acquaint­
ing you that a dire misfortune is likely to over­
take and overwhelm all of us. Our trusted cash­
ier Waterhouse, absconded the day before yes­
terday with certainly fifty thousand pounds, and 
securities to at least twice the value of that sum. 
On Monday he sent a note down to the Bank 
saying that he was ill in bed and would not be 
able to come, and also some instructions for his 
juniors. Waterhouse had been in our employ­
ment for over twenty years, and was our most 
confidential and trusted servant. We suspected 
nothing, as he had at times brief attacks of ill­
ness, sick-headaches in fact. But this morning, 
after receiving two more notes from him, a ques­
tion arose which made it necessary to have his 
opinion, well or ill, and Jack went up to his 
house with a view of seeing him. Imagine 
Jack’s horror at finding only two frightened 
maid-servants, who replied, in answer to inqui­
ries, that Mr. and Mrs. Waterhouse had gone to 
London for a few days, and that they had merely 
left instructions behind them that each morning 
a note was to be taken down to the bank before 
ten o’clock. They expected them back in a few 
days, and knew absolutely nothing more of their 
movements.
“ We guessed, of course, in a moment what 
had happened—and it is too true ; Waterhouse 
has gone with two or rather three days’ clear 
start—and from what we can determine, after
taking a rough estimate, he has taken quite 
fifty thousand pounds with him, besides the se­
curities which may yet be recovered.
“ Of course this is a serious loss at any time, 
but it happens that two great failures have 
occurred during the last month, in both of which 
we are deeply involved, and we are therefore ill 
able to bear this new disaster. We may weather 
the storm, but I think it is only right to let you 
know what may happen. If our London bank­
ers prove difficult, I am afraid a great catastro­
phe is inevitable.
“ As you may believe, we are all in a state of 
the greatest anxiety—but I felt that, as your 
property is nearly all in the firm, it was right I 
should let you know immediately. If anything 
happens I will wire you at once. I always 
urged your father not to leave your money with 
us.
“ Your aff. Uncle,
“John Darrell.”
For ten minutes or so, Clive Darrell sat 
stunned and speechless. This was the end of 
his dream! This was the end of his happy life ! 
For four-and-twenty years he had lived, lived, 
aye every minute of the time, and during the 
past few weeks he had been happier than dur­
ing all the rest of the four-and-twenty years. 
And now it was all over, and he could never dare 
to dream of Joan Douglas’s sweet gray eyes 
again.
Still, after all, it was no use being down on his 
luck until the worst had come—it was no use 
crying out until the blow had fallen. It was just 
possible that, as his uncle had put it, they might 
weather the storm yet, and that the old house 
of Clive, Walton & Darrell might be kept upon 
its legs.
It was a rich house, and a powerful house; 
and although a hundred and fifty thousand 
ounds was a huge sum to lose at one blow, still 
anking-houses had been known to stand against 
bigger losses than that, and why not that of 
Clive, Walton & Darrell ? Oh! after all, he 
would go down to Harwich all the same. What 
was the good, he asked himself, of making him­
self miserable about something that might never
come to pass ?
But poor Darrell did not remain in this coura­
geous frame of mind very long. Before lun­
cheon was over that day, a telegram was brought 
to him. He asked permission by a look to open 
it—and did so under cover of the cloth. Yes, it 
was the worst, the very worst. It was very brief 
—telegrams bringing bad news generally are ; in 
fact, it merely said: “Bank stopped payment 
this morning, John Darrell.”
Darrell thrust it into the breast of his frock- 
coat as if it was nothing of any particular mo­
ment—but his face had grown so ghastly pale 
that his next neighbor, Harris, said to him, m a 
low voice:
“ I hope you’ve not got bad news, old chap ?”
“ Very bad news, I’m afraid,” he answered. 
“ But I’ll tell you about it afterward.”
However, before he attempted to explain any­
thing to Harris, Darrell went and sought out the 
Colonel:
“ Can you give me a few days’ leave, sir ?” he 
asked, abruptly.
The Colonel looked up. “ Eh ! what! Leave ? 
Why, Darrell, is anything the matter? You look 
very ill.”
“ Yes, sir, I am afraid so far as I am concerned 
that everything is the matter—everything. I’m 
afraid I’m ruined, Colonel.”
“ Ruined, my dear lad,” the Colonel echoed— 
“ but how ?”
Poor Darrell was not two minutes in explain­
ing the situation. “ And I feel that I ought to 
go down and see how things are going,” he 
ended.
“ Oh ! to be sure—to be sure. My dear lad, I 
only trust matters may turn out to be not quite 
so bad as they look just now,” and then with a 
hearty shake of the hand, Darrell felt himself 
dismissed and free to start as soon as he liked.
His preparations did not take much time to 
complete, he needed but a single portmanteau, 
and his servant was soon at work packing that, 
while Darrell gave his friend Harris in brief the 
outlines of what had happened. “Don’t say 
anything about it, old fellow,” he said, when he 
had finished. “ They can talk about it to their 
hearts’ content if the worst comes to the worst. 
It won’t matter to me then—I shan’t be here to 
hear them.”
“ But you wouldn’t leave the regiment?” Har­
ris exclaimed.
“ I certainly couldn’t stay without any income 
but my pay,” Darrell replied.
“ But what will you do ?”
“ Oh 1 what do all the fellows do who can’t
keep going any longer and come a cropper ?** 
Darrell retorted. “ They go to the wall mostly; 
but if I have to do that I promise you one thing— 
I won’t go to the wall in sight of every one ; I’ll 
look around for an out-of-the-way place. By 
Jove,” with a hard laugh—“but I never could 
understand the poor devil who turns up at the 
coach whenever we show at a race-meeting— 
you know the man—Hillier—Hillyard—a name 
like that. He always hangs about waiting to be 
asked to lunch—poor devil, I don’t believe he 
ever tastes a glass champagne now except he 
gets it that way, and his clothes are the person­
ification of seediness.”
“ I know him—Hilldon his name is,” Harris 
rejoined. “How did he come to grief—do you 
know ?”
“ Oh ! yes. He joined the regiment with a for­
tune of twenty thousand pounds, and he stayed 
two years living at the rate of about twelve 
thousand a year. It must have been immense 
fun while it lasted—but that sort of thing does 
not last long—unfortunately for those who try 
it.”
“ Well, you have nothing of that kind to re­
proach yourself with,” said Harris, quickly.
“ No, that’s true. It would have been just as 
well, though, if I had spent my full income, for 
I banked with my own people and my savings as 
well as my capital will go, I suppose, in the gen­
eral smash,” Darrell said—then added bitterly 
—“ but when my coat is as seedy as Hilldon’s, 
who will care a hang about that ?”
“ Don’t talk like that, old chap,” cried Harris. 
“ We shall all care, all of us ; and it does matter 
whether a man comes to grief through a sheer 
misfortune or because he has gone the pace like 
the devil.”
Darrell turned a very white and haggard face 
upon his friend.
“ God bless you, old chap, you do keep a fel­
low’s heart up. I won’t forget it, whatever hap­
pens. And now I must write a letter and then 
be off.”
“ Shall I go to the station with you?” Harris 
asked.
“ Just as you like, old fellow.”
“Then I’ll go. I’ll be ready as soon as yon 
are.”
Harris marched off to change his uniform for 
plain clothes, and Darrell sat down to write his 
first letter to Joan Douglas—his first, and likely 
enough his last.
“Dear Miss Douglas,” he began, after wilt­
ing “ Dear Joan,” and thinking that it looked too 
familiar—“ I had intended to go down to Har­
wich this afternoon, but have just had a very im­
portant business telegram in consequence of 
which I have to go into the North of England at 
once. I am just off.
“ My love to my friends Kitty and Georgie 
—my good wishes and remembrances to Leila 
and to you.
“Yours always faithfully,
“ Clive Darrell.”
It was a pitiful letter, but it was the best he 
could write just then in his excitement and mis­
ery ; so he sent it off thinking that it would ex- 
lain his absence without in any way worrying 
oan, and never dreaming that it would fall with 
the chill of ice on the girl’s heart, causing her 
twenty times more uneasiness and anxiety than 
she would have felt had she known the exact 
truth—that it was only a question of money which 
had called him away ; that he had spoken the 
actual truth when he had told her he was so 
happy and contented that last evening at Dover­
court ; that his passionate whisper “ My darling 
—my darling ” had been from his very heart 
where she reigned supreme over all with never 
a rival to give her inquietude even for a mo­
ment.
And when Darrell closed the envelope, he felt 
as if he had grown ten years older in the last 
half-hour, so old and so hopeless, quite hopeless 
for hope was dead.
CHAPTER VIII.
“MESSRS. CLIVE, WALTON & DARRELL.”
Clive Darrell went straight to Town from 
Colchester, and after getting a mouthful of din­
ner (for which he had naturally enough no appe­
tite), he hastened off to King’s Cross to catch the 
train for the North. And he arrived at Millches- 
ter—the town where Clive, Walton & Darrell had 
flourished for so many years—during the early 
hours of the morning. He went no further than 
the Station hotel, where he tumbled into bed and 
fell into a profound and dreamless sleep, from 
which he did not awaken until nine o’clock in the 
morning, when he got up feeling like another 
man, and after a cool bath went down to break-
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fast in the coffee-room feeling quite like himself 
again.
The morning was bright and fair—and really it 
seemed sinful to be in bad spirits, aye, or in bad 
circumstances after such a good breakfast and 
while the sun shone in the heavens above and 
the air seemed all alive with light and life. You 
see, Clive Darrell had never known what it was 
to be in bad circumstances, and the mere fact 
that his fortune had been entirely swept away 
had as yet no meaning for him—it was only a 
phrase. As it was with him then, hope soon 
sprang again within him, and as he walked 
along toward the Bank he almost persuaded 
himself that it was all a horrid dream which had 
scared him terribly, but which he would soon be 
able to laugh at as an excellent joke.
For one thing, nothing seemed changed about 
the place since the last time he had been there 
—he met the same stout solemn old gentlemen 
pottering steadily along to their several places 
of business as he had known from his boyhood, 
though they had not been so old then or perhaps 
quite so solemn, and neither so stout nor so 
pottering in gait. And when he came to the 
club, there in the big bow-window overlooking 
the river5 was old General Scannerman, who had 
fought at Waterloo and had lived in that big bow- 
window ever since Darrell could remember any­
thing. He found himself smiling then, as he re­
membered how a few years before he had won­
dered with all his might where did the old gen­
tleman sleep at night ?
And then the tall tower of the Abbey came 
into sight; the bells were ringing for morning- 
prayers and the smart little choir-boys with their 
narrow white frills round their throats, were just 
trooping in at their own little door next to that 
entrance which led into the vestry. And then 
Darrell turned down the Higti Street and pres­
ently came in sight of the old-fashioned red­
brick house known as “ The Bank ”—a long sub­
stantial building with a large handsome door in 
the middle of it, and with three large windows 
on either side and a row of seven windows in 
the story above. And as soon as his eyes fell 
upon the house his heart went down to zero, for 
he realized in an instant that the evil tidings 
had been true enough.
For the door was closed—the stout outer door, 
that is—instead of being left, as was usual, wide 
open disclosing the wide swing-doors within with 
their plate-glass panels and their handsome 
brass finger-plates. And on the door was fast­
ened a paper on which something was written 
that three or four people were lingering to read. 
Darrell stopped also, unconscious of the fact that 
one of the loiterers, having recognized him, had 
nudged his companion to look at one of the 
young Darrells. And this was what he read—
“ Messrs. Clive, Walton & Darrell regret that 
they have been compelled to suspend payment, 
owing to certain recent failures and to the sud­
den disappearance of their chief cashier.”
It was a bitter moment for poor Darrell! He 
felt very much as one might imagine that the 
Prince of Wale’s children might feel if they 
were suddenly told that her Majesty had been 
deposed and might for the future think herself 
lucky if she could earn a decent living say as 
laundress to Mr. Bradlaugh ! One can imagine 
no two ends of a stick so far apart as that, I 
think, and in fact, to Darrell life at that moment 
was like a revolution—and revolutions fall with 
cruel hardship on some. However, it was no 
use standing there staring at that pitiful an­
nouncement in his uncle’s handwriting, and he 
turned sharply round the corner and knocked at 
the door on the side, that was used as an en­
trance to the private part of the house.
A maid-servant whom he did not know came in 
answer to his summons. “ I am Mr. Clive Dar­
rell,” he said—instinctively guessing that he 
would find it difficult to get admittance unless 
he gave his name at once—“ is any one here ?”
“Yes, sir—Mr. Darrell himself is here,” the 
girl replied—“ and both Mr. Jack and Mr. Bert­
ram.”
She made way for him to go within and led him 
to a room on the ground-floor where she asked 
him to wait. And after five minutes or so Jack 
Darrell, his cousin, came to him.
“Well, Jack, old fellow,” he said.
Jack nearly wrung his hand off: “ Clive—dear 
old chap, I’m so glad you’ve come. The gov­
ernor has been worying all the morning because 
he hasn’t heard from you. He quite expects a 
storm of reproaches from you—but it £sn’t his 
fault, Clive, I assure you.”
“ My dear old Jack—” cried Clive, and I ought 
to tell you that all the Darrells were clannish 
and exceedingly fond of one another—“he 
ought not to have thought that of me. It’s my 
fault, I know, I ought to have wired at once J
himself sufficiently to speak just then; and 
though little Mrs. Bert, scarcely more than a 
bride, came with her pretty eyes red with tears, 
and put her arms right around his neck and 
kissed him, whispering to him that God would 
make it up to him one day, she was certain of it 
still, so far as he personally was concerned, Clive 
Darrell was just where he was, and that was 
neither more or less than penniless. Well, if 
not actually penniless—that is supposing that a 
few hundreds were saved out of the wreck of his 
fortune—it would be the same thing in the end.
So before he went back tc Colchester—which 
he did to arrange for the sale of his effects there, 
having sent in his papers at once when he found 
out how hopeless the ruin was—he wrote again 
to Joan Douglas. And this time he did not hes­
itate to begin—“ My darling Joan. You will let 
me—” he went on—“ call you for once by a dear 
little name which I had thought would go so 
well with mine one day. It is for the last time, 
dear. You know—I feel sure you know it—that 
I love you as I have never loved a woman before, 
or ever will again. I had thought to make you 
mine after I had seen your—Major Stewart, but 
fate has come in between us. Dearest, a terri­
ble misfortune has overtaken me. The last time 
I was at Dovercourt I had three thousand a year 
—to-day I have nothing, not eveii my pay, for I 
have sent in my papers and have no longer even 
that pittance. If I had only three or four hun­
dred a year I would have come and asked you to 
share it, but I can’t ask you to share nothing.
“ I told you, did I not, that my father was a 
banker ? Well, all my property was invested in 
the bank of which my uncle was the head until a 
week ago. Utter rum has come upon him and 
upon us all, and although I love you, my dear 
love, I love you too well to wish to drag you 
down to—God only knows as yet what depths of 
poverty and privation. You are safe and happy 
where you are—you have a good home, and they 
are gdod to you, are they not ? But you must 
try to forget me, dear, though I shall never for­
get you.
“ I should not have written at all, but I hated
but, on my word, the news so knocked the wind 
out of my sails, that I never gave it a thought— 
I didn’t indeed.”
“ Well, come and see him and set his mind at 
rest on that score,” said Jack—then at the door 
he turned back and put his hand on his cousin’s 
shoulders—“ Clive, old fellow, it’s a devil of a 
mess we’re in—there’ll be no getting out of it, 
no saving anything out of the wreck, I fear.”
“ Well, it can’t be helped—” said Darrell, his 
heart aching for the pain in the other’s eyes.
“ If you had seen my father last night—Clive, 
old fellow, I know it will fall hard on you, the 
hardest of any of us because you might have got 
out of it at any time—but if you had seen him 
last night, you would have pitied him with all 
your heart.”
“ So I do,” Clive cried.
“ That’s good of you, Clive ; of course it’s the 
roughest on Bertram, married less than a year 
and—but there, Bert’s young and strong, and 
his wife loves him and stands up like a little 
brick about it. It’s my father I’m thinking of 
—he’s too old to bear being torn up by the 
roots.”
“Take me to him,” said Clive, who could 
scarcely keep the tears out of his eyes.
So together they went to Mr. Darrell’s private 
room, where the old man, who had held his head 
so high and had helped the poor and needy far 
and near, sat trembling to await the nephew 
whose fortune had gone in the wreck or the 
great house.
Some instinct made the old man rise from his 
chair, as if he felt he had no longer the right to 
sit in the presence of those who must suffer with 
him. His son Bertram was with him, standing 
behind his chair, tall and haughty, ready to do 
battle if need be against one who had always 
been the best of friends with him. A needless 
precaution—When Clive Darrell caught sight of 
the drawn, shamed old face that had always 
smiled so kindly on him, he made a rush toward 
him and caught him in his arms with a cry of
“ My dear uncle, my dear, dear uncle-----’’"and
the next moment John Darrell, head of the once 
great house, had bent his white head upon the 
young man’s shoulder and was sobbing like a 
child.
But—although John Darrell’s eyes followed 
his nephew about here, there, and everywhere, 
and Jack clapped him on the back and swore 
that he knew, had known all along, that Clive 
would be old Clive to them all whatever hap­
pened ; and although Bert’s stiffness melted 
away in one moment, and he got hold of his 
cousin’s hand and wrung it hard without saying 
word, simply because he could not control
to leave you in uncertainty. You might have 
believed that I had a very different reason for 
coming no more to Dqvercourt, the dear little 
place where I had so much happiness. But now 
you know, darling.
“ Give my love to my little friends. And now 
good-by for always, my darling. Till you forget 
me, I hope you will pray sometimes for your un­
fortunate but true lover—
“ Clive Darrell.
“ P. S.—I have given my man instructions to 
bring down a little fox-terrier to you. She has 
been my faithful companion for three years. If 
you are able to keep her, I hope you will, as a 
last kindness to me. If you cannot, tell the 
man who brings her to you, and he will have her 
destroyed. I shall be gone from Colchester by 
the time he comes to you.—C. D.”
CHAPTER IX.
’listed !
When Clive Darrell found himself in London, 
after learning the fate of the fox-terrier “ Vic­
toria,” he had about fifty pounds in his pocket, 
having used the money got from the sale of his 
horses to pay the few personal debts which had 
happened to be owing at the time of the wreck 
of his fortune.
He did not hesitate long as to what he should 
do. He knew that it would probably be a year, 
perhaps eighteen months, or it might even be 
two years, before the affairs of the house of Clive, 
Walton & Darrell were fully cleared up. What 
would happen then, Heaven alone knew. The 
old house might be started again, and in any 
case there might be a few hundreds or even 
thousands left after everything was paid up. But 
our friend had to provide some occupation for 
himself during that time. Be as careful as you 
will, the sum of fifty pounds will not go very far 
in the keep of a man, more especially if that man 
happens to have been in possession, up to the 
time present, of an income of three thousand a 
year. Besides that, Darrell had no taste for an 
idle life, and he wanted most to try to forget the 
past—well, both the happy past and the bitter 
present—and he knew that there was no remedy 
for sad thoughts so good as that of hard work. 
And here he was at twenty-four years old, a 
good soldier so far as experience went, but, as 
he told himself, fit for nothing else. Live upon 
his pay he simply could not; he did not see the 
the fun of exchanging into a West Indian regi­
ment, or even of going to India either with an 
Infantry or a Native regiment; so in the end, 
after a fews days’ cogitation, he paid his hotel 
bill and took a first-class ticket to York, where 
he went up to the Cavalry Barracks and enlisted 
in a home regiment of Dragoon Guards, then 
quartered there.
And then he began to understand what the 
word ruin meant. Up to that time it had been 
a mere phrase with him; it became stern reality 
afterward. He first felt the pinch of the very 
ugly and unbecoming shoe which it had fallen to 
his lot to wear, when he asked for the adjutant 
in just the same tone as he would have asked 
for him had he been a personal friend and he had 
only gone to call upon him.
“ Mr. Hurst is in the orderly-room just now, 
sir,” the soldier to whom he addressed himself 
told him—“but he will be going down to the 
officers’ mess in a few minutes. Or shall I tell 
him you want to see him?”
“I want to see him here—thanks,” Darrell 
replied.
“ What name, sir?”
“ Smith.”
The orderly went in, and returning in a minute 
or so, asked Darrell to follow him. At first he 
felt far more inclined to turn tail and make a 
bolt to get away, than to go in and face his equal 
—or possibly his inferior—in the incognito of 
John Smith. However, he was a young man of 
considerable determination, and he crushed 
down the momentary weakness and followed the 
orderly into the office.
The adjutant was sitting at a table in the 
middle of the room, and looked up inquiringly 
with a civil “ Good-morning.”
“ Good-morning, sir,” said Darrell. “I want 
to enlist.”
The adjutant looked at him sharply from head 
to foot with keen eyes, noted the strong, well- 
set-up figure, the good clothes, the neat watch- 
chain, the big signet-ring on his finger, the fair 
determined open face, and honest nondescript 
eyes.
“ H’m,” he muttered—“ Orderly, you can go.” 
The orderly departed. “Now tell me,” said 
the officer, as the door closed—“what do you 
want to enlist for ?”
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Darrell stroked his chin reflectively and 
looked at the officer doubtfully for a moment. 
“ Well, sir,” he said at last, “ I want to make a 
living somehow, and I don’t think I’m fit for 
anything else.”
“ And what makes you think you’re fit for 
that ?” the officer demanded.
Darrell drew himself up to his full height and 
straightened himself, with a smile which said 
plainly he knew his value in a physical sense. 
The adjutant smiled too.
“ Yes, I see,” he said. “ But I see too that you 
are a gentleman, and I think that you’re an 
army man. Hadn’t you better tell me all the 
circumstances that have brought you here this 
morning ?”
His tone was so kind that Darrell took the 
chair to which he pointed and answered his 
question. “ I’ll tell you everything, sir,” he 
said—“ if I may take it that it goes no further.”
“ Certainly.”
“Not even to the colonel, unless absolutely 
necessary ?”
“ Not even to the colonel,” the other assured 
him.
So then Darrell told him the whole story from 
beginning to end, winding up—“and you see it 
may be two years before I get a farthing from 
my property, and I may never get anything at 
all. I’m fit for nothing else, but I’m a first-rate 
soldier so far as I go. So I just looked out a 
home regiment where I wasn’t known, and I 
came straight down here.”
“ And how if you get a commission?” inquired 
the other. “ You cannot live on your pay then 
any more easily than you could now.”
“ Yes—I shall have got used to having no ex­
penses by that time, and I may have got a few 
thousand of my own which would make all the 
difference to me. Besides, a ranker never has 
to spend so much as the others, and anyway, .if 
I find I get nothing from the bank, I needn’t 
accept a commission. ’
“That’s so — and I believe the non-com­
missioned officers get a rousing good time,” 
observed the adjutant—“ all the same it will be 
a terrible grind for you.”
“ It will be that in any case,” answered 
Darrell.
“ And you’re quite determined ? You’ve quite 
made up your mind?”
“ Quite,” said Darrell, without a moment’s 
hesitation.
“ Well, we shall be very glad of you—I only 
hope things will come all right for you,” said the 
adjutant, cordially. “ I’ve heard a gqod deal 
about you—I wish you were coming to us as an 
officer.”
“ Thank you,” answered Darrell.
The formalities were soon over after this, and 
then Darrell’s term of what he was accustomed 
to call penal servitude for the crime of being 
poor, began. Not that it was a bad sort of life, 
and his friend the adjutant very soon made use 
of him in the orderly-room, and so he was saved 
a good deal of coarse, dirty work over which he 
had been, with all the good-will in the world, 
hopelessly incompetent.
But nobody could save him from the coarse 
cooking, the rough-and-tumble life, the want of 
a corner to call his own, of a corner where he 
could spend a spare half-hour without turning 
out and trailing about the streets or being driven 
into the canteen—which in a barrack is the 
beginning and end of all evil.
Still it must be admitted that he got over his 
change far more easily than he would, at any 
time before his period of misfortunes, have 
thought within the bounds of possibility. He 
was not acutely miserable, and he only actively 
regretted one part of his past, that was that 
short time at Dovercourt when he had learned to 
love Joan Douglas with the unchangeable, un­
dying love of his life.
He often thought about her, and often he used 
to go out toward evening and walk right out 
into the country ; so that he might dream of her 
without being disturbed; to go over that happy 
time again and again; to recall how near they 
had been to each other that last night, and how 
fate seemed to have stepped in to keep them 
apart; to remember how his dear little friend, 
Kitty, had enlightened him about Lord Charlie ; 
and—and sometimes to wonder whether Charlie 
West would end by winning her after all ? And 
generally, when his thoughts got thus far, he 
used to try to comfort himseli with the news 
which his man, Parkes, had brought him of her, 
after he had been down to Dovercourt to take 
the terrier, Victoria, to her.
“ What did she say ? Did you see Miss Doug­
las ?” he had asked.
“Yes, sir,” Parkes replied—“I asked to see 
the lady and I give her the note and kep’ Vic­
toria under my arm. And the young lady, she 
read the note and then she just flew at the dorg 
and caught her out of my arm, and says she,
‘ Keep her—the darling—why, of course I’ll keep 
her. Stay, you’d better go down to the kitchen 
and get some dinner while I write to your 
master.”
“‘Begging your pardon, miss,’says I—‘but 
it’s no use of your writing—Mr. Darrell have left 
the regiment and gone to London. He par­
ticularly told me to tell you so.’
“ And then the young lady she tipped me half 
a crown and I come away.”
And that was all! That was all! He had not 
given her the chance of answering his letter, 
and, indeed, had given Parkes the strictest in­
junctions that he was not to bring any letter 
back with him. And yet he was disappointed 
that he had not done so. He could—to use his 
own phrase—have punched the idiot’s chuckle 
head for him. But then, what was the good of 
thinking about it? The British soldier’s first 
orders are to do what he is told—that and that 
only. So what was the good of expecting him to 
use his discretion on a subject in which, although 
oi vital importance to his master, he had no in­
terest, and about which he had mo’t likely not 
troubled himself to think at all ?
CHAPTER X.
MEETING.
Nearly a year had gone by. The business of 
the once great firm of Clive, Walton & Darrell 
had been taken over by another banking house, 
and their affairs were being gradually but surely 
got into order. There seemed to be some pros­
pect that ultimately the wreck would not be so 
complete as at first it had been feared it would 
be. As yet, however, it was only a prospect, one 
which might possibly never be realized, so for 
Clive Darrell the future did not look particularly 
bright. Still he had become wonderfully well 
used to the new life, and, excepting that when­
ever he thought of Joan his heart ached in a 
dull sort of way for the rest of that day, he had 
schooled himself to cast very few regrets after 
his happy and prosperous past.
And of Joan he had never heard one single 
word. He did not even know if she was alive or 
dead, whether she was still with the Stephenson- 
Stewarts, or whether she had gone away from 
them and was earning her living elsewhere. He 
knew nothing and he tried to find out r sthing, 
although she still reigned supreme and trium- 
hant in his heart, just the same as she had 
one during those few precious weeks of happi­
ness at the little East Coast watering-place, 
which would always to him represent the one
paradise on earth.
And then something happened to rouse him 
out of the ordinary routine of his life, something 
which brought the past flooding back upon him, 
he scarcely knew whether as a pleasure ora pain. 
For the five years’ command of the officer com­
manding the regiment came to an end, and in 
his place was appointed and gazetted Lieutenant- 
Colonel Robert Stephenson-Stewart from the 
Tenth Dragoons.
Colonel Stewart, of course, took up the com­
mand when Colonel Cox relinquished it, which 
was but a few days after the appointment was 
gazetted. Clive Darrell recognized him in a 
moment, but the eyes of the new commanding 
officer passed him over among the others with­
out his having any idea that he had seen him 
before, and even without seeing the strange like­
ness which he bore to Lord Charles West.
“I’m safe enough,” said Darrell to himself, 
breathing freely again, as Colonel Stewart 
passed by him—“ he’ll never know me, and even 
if I come face to face with the youngsters they 
are not very likely to know me either—children 
have very short memories.”
All the same, it came back to him that these 
same children had remembered Charlie West 
intimately for more than two years !
During the next week or two little scraps of 
news concerning the new colonel came floating 
to him, for everybody in the regiment naturally 
took the very keenest interest in him and his 
belongings. Darrell heard from one comrade 
that the Colonel had taken a large furnished 
house about half a mile from the barracks, and 
that distance farther out from the town. From 
another he heard that the family were coming 
the following day, several children and a govern­
ess, and half a dozen servants. “I fancy 
there’s no Mrs. Stewart,” said his informant, 
carelessly.
And the next day another soldier, who had 
been to the station to take charge of the Colo­
nel’s baggage, imparted further news to him. 
“I went down to see after the Colonel’s bag­
gage to-day,” he told him—“heaps of it and 
a whole pile of dogs and cats and birds and such 
like.”
“ A lot of children ?” asked Darrell.
“ A lot—no, several biggish ones—no children 
—I mean little ones. But uncommonly nice all 
the same, and tremendously polite.”
“ Was there a governess ?”
“ Yes—a French girl—young—couldn’t speak 
a word of English.”
Darrell’s heart sank within him—then she was 
gone; well, well, perhaps she was married and 
settled in a home of her own. Anyway he was 
safe from the fear—or stay, he meant the pain— 
of meeting her again.
And yet he was disappointed, bitterly disap- 
ointed, in spite of all his brave resolutions and 
is philosophical endeavors to bear his troubles 
in uncomplaining patience. Yes, he was unde­
niably bitterly disappointed.
So the days went on and nothing happened 
out of the usual every-day course of events; 
Darrell went about his work in his ordinary way, 
and very soon got quite used to having frequent 
intercourse with the Colonel, who never seemed 
to think for a moment that the particularly intel­
ligent corporal to whom he sometimes gave his 
instructions in the orderly-room was anything 
but what he seemed to be, plain John Smith.
Twice he saw his old friends, Kitty and Geor­
gie, on the road between their house and the 
town, the first time only in the distance, the 
second so near that he heard Kitty say to the 
governess, in shockingly bad French—“ Il y a 
une place de l’eau appele Dovercourt, mamzell 
—e’est tres jolie—” and then add—“Isay,Geor­
gie, what fun we had last year at Dovercourt— 
and what a lovely man Mr. Darrell was.”
Darrell stopped short and let them get - on in 
front of him. He had never been so utterly 
brought, as it were, face to face with his old self 
since he had enlisted. The suddenness of the 
incident was almost too much for him, he felt 
weak and shaken, and as if he could not pick up 
the threads of the new life again and go on try­
ing to forget that he had ever been a gentleman 
with three thousand a year.
Yet after a half an hour or so he pulled him­
self together and shook the old recollection away 
from him, feeling that he must be strong; that 
he had marked out a certain line of conduct for 
himself, and that to abandom it would be to own 
himself be» ten ; and Darrell had no idea of that 
happening to him.
There used to be between the city of York and 
the Cavalry Barracks a quaint, old-fashioned 
inn, called ‘ ‘ The Light Horsemanit exists 
no longer now, at least not in that shape, for 
a large, staring public-house has taken its place, 
and has ruined the appearance of that particu­
lar bit of road forever. However, picturesque 
or not, the grand new house served Darrell’s 
purpose very well just then, for he went in to 
the bar and asked for a brandy and soda. He 
felt more like himself when he had drank it off, 
and as he was coming out he met the comrade 
who had told him about the arrival of the new 
Colonel’s children and servants.
“ Did you see two children in sailor clothes 
just now on the road ?” he asked of Darrell—“ a 
boy and a girl. Those were some of the Colo­
nel’s children, and that was the French gov­
erness.”
“Yes. I saw them—I guessed it was them,” 
answered Darrell, with rather vague grammar.
“ Did you look at the French girl ?”
“No, I didn’t. T looked at the children,” 
Darrell replied.
“ Ah, you should have looked at her,” re­
sponded Wilson. “ By Jove, I never saw such a 
pair of eyes in my life—black as ink and as big 
as saucers, and the sweetest little mouth in the 
world.” ■
Darrell laughed outright. “What, are you 
regularly hit ?”
“ Clean done for,” returned Wilson, promptly.
“ I should give it up. Ten to one she can’t 
speak a word of English, and as you can’t speak 
Trench, where will you be ? Besides—the Col­
onel’s governess—Oh! even if she looks at you 
there’ll be the very devil to pay when it comes 
out, which it is sure to do.”
“Why should it come out?” demanded the 
other.
“ Oh ! those children couldn’t keep a secretta 
save their lives,” said Darrell, unthinkingly. 
“ They’re as open as the day.”
“ Why, what do you know about them ?” the 
other asked, opening his eyes rather widely.
“Nothing at all,” replied Darrell, promptly, 
seeing that he had almost let the fact of his ac­
quaintance with them slip. “But they are big 
children, not babies, and you couldn’t hoodwink 
them. The French girl probably never goes out
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without them, particularly if she happens not to 
be able to speak English at all—and—and al­
together you had best leave that special young 
lady alone. Take my advice—there’s something 
in it.”
“ Well, perhaps there is,” Wilson admitted, 
unwillingly ; “ but they are eyes—my word, they 
are, no mistake about it.”
They parted company then, and Darrell went 
on his way toward barracks. He was just cross­
ing the road opposite to the great gates, when 
two gentlemen in tweed clothes approached 
from the town, in a little cart drawn by a small 
cob. One was an officer of the regiment, and 
Darrell saluted him, receiving the usual uplift­
ing of the hand in reply ; the other, to his hor­
ror, was no other than an officer from his old 
regiment, Ronald McNeil.
Happily McNeil did not even glance in Dar­
rell’s direction ; indeed, he was reading a letter 
and did not look up as they drew near to the 
gates; and just as they passed him, Mr. Den­
ham said something to his companion, who went 
off into a burst of laughter lasting until they dis­
appeared around the corner of the guard-room. 
And oh ! how the lad’s laughter awoke the old 
echoes in Darrell’s heart.
He had now been nearly a year in the Thir­
teenth Dragoon Guards, and, "until the arrival of 
the new commanding officer, he had not seen 
any one in the most remote way connected with 
his old life in the Sixteenth Hussars. Now he 
felt that the place was getting too hot for him— 
assuredly he could not go on long, almost run­
ning against those who had known Clive Dar­
rell, without being discovered, and discovery to 
him was almost synonymous with the bitterness 
of death.
CHAPTER XI.
THE OLD PAIN COMES AGAIN.
However, the next few days passed by with­
out his being brought into actual contact with 
McNeil, who naturally did not expect to find 
Clive Darrell in the guise of a corporal of the 
Thirteenth Dragoon Guards. Besides this, Dar­
rell had let his mustache grow, which he had 
never done before, and this had altered his ap­
pearance a little.
He saw McNeil several times in the distance, 
but though he would have given a good deal to 
have been able to walk up to him and accost him 
with—“Hallo, Shaver, what’s good with you?” 
he kept resolutely and carefully at as far a dis­
tance from him as he possibly could.
But on the morning of the fourth day, when 
he was hard at work in the office, McNeil came 
in with the orderly officer for the day. “ Oh! 
Hurst,” he said to the Adjutant, “ I think you 
said you would go over to Linkwater’s with me 
this afternoon ?’y
“ With pleasure—but I can’t go until about 
half-past four,” Hurst replied.
“ That will be early enough,” said the young­
er man, and began to walk restlessly about the 
bare, uninteresting room. “I say—are you 
busy ?”
“ Not particularly.” ,
“ I mean—I needn’t be off out of this at once, 
eh ?” McNeil was still so young that he posi­
tively loved the official atmosphere of an orderly- 
room, and vastly preferred staying there with 
Hurst to enjoying himself in the town or lolling 
about the deserted ante-room.
Hurst laughed. He knew the feeling of the 
lad well enough. It is what in the theatrical 
world is called “ so very pro—pro ’’—and in most 
cases, both in the Service ana on the stage, it 
wears off after a time.
“ Oh! you can stay here for the present, if 
you want to,” Hurst said, easily. “ Do you want 
to write letters or anything ? You’ll find better 
pens here, on the whole, than in the ante-room. 
There’s plenty of regimental paper in that 
case.”
“Ah! thanks I do want to write a letter or 
two,” McNeil replied, casually, and Darrell, who 
was sitting at a table with his back turned to­
ward him, bent down and rested his head upon 
his hand with a feeling of despair. He tried to 
go on writing the report on which he had been 
at work when McNeil had come in, but the writ­
ing was very shaky and his ears were straining 
hard to catch every word which would tell him 
about that old life, in which he had been so ut­
terly happy that he had just let the days slip by 
one after another without troubling to think how 
fine a time he was having as he went along.
And how it all came back to him then. Mc­
Neil’s half-important, would-be careless tone, 
as if letters usually came to him by the bushel 
and he could put in an odd hour at any time in 
answering them a few at a time. Darrell remem­
bered the lad’s powers in that way so well—the 
sprawling school-boy “ fist,” the letters which 
usually were just long enough to turn the corner 
of the first page, and were generally one part 
taken up with the name of the recipient, one part 
signature, the two together amounting to about 
half of the whole! Oh ! he remembered it so 
well.
McNeil meantime had come to an anchorage 
on the opposite side of the table to the Adjutant. 
He drew a sheet of paper toward him and put 
the date just below the stamped address. “ Did 
you ever meet Harris?” he asked, suddenly.
“ Of course. I was at Marlborough with him,” 
Hurst replied.
“ Ah—I had a letter from him this morning— 
he says Bootblack is married at last. He had a 
guard of honor at the wedding and all the rest 
of it. None of the fellows went, of course.” k
“ The Bootblack—that’s Moses.”
“ Yes. Did you ever see him ?”
“ Oh, yes—I was staying at Colchester last 
year and saw him. I was staying with Chol- 
mondeley of the Third.”
“ Ah ! yes. Well, he couldn’t stand living in 
Coventry any longer, so he went and got mar­
ried-married a lady, too, that’s the extraordi­
nary part of it.”
“ Who was she?”
“ A Miss Masters—quite a pretty girl, and 
nice too. Took it into her head that the Boot- 
black was shamefully treated, and married him 
to prove that she had the courage of her opin­
ions. God help her, I say,” McNeil ended, 
solemnly.
It was really by a great effort that Darrell 
kept himself from turning round with a “ Hello, 
Shaver, my boy, you’re getting on; ’pon my 
word you are.” For a few minutes he almost 
forgot that he was Clive Darrell no longer, but 
Corporal Smith, very much at the service of 
others just then. The Adjutant’s voice recalled 
him quickly enough.
“ Oh! perhaps he may be a very decent sort 
of husband. I suppose he’s rich.”
“ Rich—yes, the brute, and just as stingy as 
he’s rich, which is saying a good deal. Well,” 
with a sigh—“ we’ve had a good deal of fun out 
of Bootblack, but I suppose it’s all over now— 
there’s no getting any fun out of a married fel­
low, especially when his wife has taken up the 
cudgels for him. Still we’ve had fine times— 
we really oughtn’t to grumble at his escape.”
“ Ah ! poor devil, I’ve no doubt he did have a 
bad time of it. The Sixteenth pride themselves 
on being a lively lot.”
“ We used to,” returned McNeil, gravely— 
and Darrell, although he was hearing every 
word with agony, could have laughed aloud as 
he heard him—“ we used to. Of course Harris 
is a lively sort of chap, and we’ve a very fair 
time still, but somehow it’s been different lately. 
You see, Darrell was the one that kept us all up 
to the mark. Did you ever meet Darrell ?”
“No—I don’t remember him,” returned the 
Adjutant, who was standing at the window now, 
with his back to McNeil. He had forgotten that 
‘ Tie Corporal was sitting writing at the table by 
the wall—pretending to write, that is. Nor did 
he at that moment remember that he was actu­
ally the man of whom they were speaking. “ No, 
I don’t remember him,” he said, absently.
“ Ah I he was a proper sort of chap,” McNeil 
went on, regretfully; “ quite the best out and out 
all-round good fellow I ever knew; the regi­
ment was never the same after he left it.”
“ Perhaps your friend, Mr. Moses, does not 
think so,” suggested Hurst.
“ Oh ! Darrell never had much to do with the 
Bootblack beyond christening him,” McNeil an­
swered. “You see, Darrell was this kind of a 
man—If he lined a fellow he’d lead him an aw­
ful dance ; but if he didn’t like a man he’d let 
him alone. And he didn’t like the Bootblack, 
and never took any notice of him except offici­
ally. But he was such a good sort in himself, 
the best old chap in the world, and when he 
came to smash there wasn’t a man in the regi­
ment who wouldn’t have done anything to help 
him to tide over the bad time. Unfortunately, 
though, he never gave any of us the chance of 
even telling him how sorry we were for his mis­
fortunes. He just sent in his papers, and not 
one of us liked to say a word about what had 
happened to him.”
“ And what had happened to him?” inquired 
the Adjutant, still half thinking of something 
else.
“ Oh! he lost all his money at one sweep in a 
bank smash—his people were bankers, and his 
money was invested in the concern,” McNeil re­
plied—“ and when he left the regiment he 
simply disappeared—I haven’t the smallest idea
what became of him—in fact, I’d give anything 
to know.”
“ The Adjutant suddenly awoke with a start 
to the recollection of Corporal Smith’s identity. 
He wheeled round from the window with the in­
tention of going into the outer room, where the 
Corporal usually worked, and saw that be was 
still just where he had been working under his 
immediate direction. “ Good Heavens,” his 
thoughts ran—“ and the poor devil has had to 
sit here all the time listening to a lot of details 
about himself which must have been agony to 
him ’’—and in truth Hurst could have bitten his 
tongue off in his annoyance at having gossiped 
thus freely with McNeil, and for the pain their 
careless talk must have given to Darrell.
“Corporal—I shall not want you anymore,” 
he said, aloud.
“ McNeil looked up as the Corporal went out—
“ I had quite forgotten that any one else was 
there,” he said, in mild surprise—“’pon my 
word, Hurst, you must bless me for coming in 
interrupting you like this. Why didn’t you tell 
me to go ? You see, I got on talking about the 
Bootblack and poor old Darrell.”
For a moment a wild impulse swept over the 
Adjutant’s mind that he would tell McNeil the 
truth—tell him that Darrell had been sitting 
there all the time hearing every word that he 
had said, without, in a measure, being able to 
help it or take himself out of hearing.
Then he remembered—and but just in time— 
that Darrell’s secret was his own, that he was 
bound in honor to divulge nothing of it, and 
that he was bound in mercy to do what he 
could to help Darrell to keep out of McNeil’s 
way if he wished to do so.
“ It’s best not to talk about ourselves before 
any of the men,” he said, a little stiffly—and he 
felt as if he was doing something inexplicably 
mean in thus speaking to McNeil of his old com­
rade—“bat, like you, I had forgotten that any 
one was there.”
“ Ah! yes, you’re right,” rejoined the lad, care­
lessly ; “of course I wouldn’t have mentioned 
one of your officers for the world. But as the 
man didn’t know either the Bootblack or poor 
old Darrell, there’s no great harm done, I dare 
say.”
“ No—well, one never knows. By the by, how 
long is it since Darrell left ?”
“ About a year,” answered the other—“ and he 
was a good sort—I’d give anything to see him 
again.
“Ah!—h’m! Well, it’s a pity when the best 
man in a regiment goes wrong,” said Hurst;
“ but if a man happens to lose his fortune, what’s 
he to do ? He can’t live on his pay—in this 
country, at all events.”
McNeil betook himself out of the orderly- 
room a few minutes afterward, and the Adjutant 
called for an orderly, and told him to find Cor­
poral Smith—he wanted him at once.
“ In less than five minutes Darrell appeared, 
with a quick look round the room to make sure 
that the Adjutant was alone.
“ You wanted me, sir?” he said.
“Yes—shut the door.”
Darrell closed the door and waited for what 
his superior might have to say.
“ You heard what passed just now, Darrell,” 
said the Adjutant, not looking at him.
“ Yes,” answered Darrell, dropping the ‘ Cor­
poral Smith ’ manner in obedience to the offi­
cer’s tone and way of addressing him.
“I was thinking about something else half 
the time,” Hurst went on—“ and had forgotten 
that any one else was here. And I forgot alto­
gether that he was actually talking about you 
all the time. You heard what he said ?”
“ Oh ! yes—I couldn’t help myself,” Darrell 
answered.
“ Do you want to keep out of his way, or would 
you like to see him ?” the Adjutant asked ; “ I’ll 
lend him my room if you’d like him to see you.”
“I shouldn’t—I wouldn’t for the world,” put 
in Darrell, hastily. “It’s awfully good of you, 
but it’s far the best to be forgotten, or only be ' 
remembered as I was. I don’t want to be pitied 
—I can’t stand being pitied—it’s bad enough f 
without that.”
“ And you have found it bad, Darrell ?” the 
Adjutant said ; “ I quite thought you were get­
ting on---- ”
“ Very well, indeed, sir,” added Darrell, hast­
ily, “but still it’s not exactly the life I’ve been 
used to, and it’s a long drop from the officer’s 
mess to the ranks—I have to thank you, and I 
do thank you with all my heart, for putting me 
on to office-work and saving me a lot of rough 
work that I am no good at. Yet at times I really 
do feel as if I would just as soon put a bullet 
through my head as worry on any longer. And 
just now I’m not very well, and I couldn’t stand
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McNeil talking all my affairs over. He’s a good 
lad and a nice lad enough, but a little of him 
went a long way unless you had nothing to do 
and were perfectly clear in your head. If it 
happened to be Harris instead of McNeil, I don’t 
think I would have been able to resist having a 
yarn with him.”
“ Very well,” said the Adjutant, “ I will re­
spect your wishes ; I believe he goes away to­
morrow or the next day.”
“ Thank you, sir,” said Darrell, returning to 
Corporal Smith again, and with a salute went 
out of the office.
The Adjutant sat down at the table to write a 
letter, but Darrell’s strained, white face came 
so often between him and the paper, that at last 
he threw down the p.en and sat there thinking 
about the strange late which had fallen upon 
the life of this man, had taken him from the 
leasant, comfortable lines in which he had 
een born, and had flung him down where he 
could have none of those good things which 
had aforetime made his life. What a strange 
fate ! and how plucky the poor chap had been 
all through, and was still. None knew better 
than Hurst the temptation it must have been to 
him to take the chance of an hour’s talk with 
an old comrade, to shake himself free for once 
of the position of corporal and feel himself for
a brief space of time back in his place again.
Well, well, he was resolute and plucky, bound 
to get on, the officer’s thoughts ran—and he, 
for one, would respect him all the more that he 
had accepted his adversity as uncomplainingly 
as he had done.
And at that moment Clive Darrell was lying 
face down among the grass of the Low Moor, 
sobbing passionately as if his very heart would 
break.
Not that the storm lasted long! After half an 
hour or so he took up the burden of life again 
and went on his way, so that none knew how 
near to desolation he "had been.
And on the following day he saw McNeil go 
gayly off with his portmanteau and his hat-box, 
and he knew that from that danger he was safe 
Tor the present.
About this time the regiment was rather more 
harder-worked than usual—the inspection was 
looming in the not far distance, the commanding 
•officer was naturally anxious and eager to have 
everything up to the mark, or, as Darrell heard 
one trooper grumble to another, “New brooms do 
sweep so blooming clean, it’ll be a wonder to me 
if we’ve got any of our skins whole by the time 
leave begins. And Darrell had his share of 
extra grind like all the others.
Not that he minded. He was satisfied so long 
as he got his hour or two hours’ sharp walk in 
the early evening, and as in August the streets 
of the historic—nay, I might always say the pre­
historic—city are more like a huge brick oven 
than a place of rest and recreation, Darrell gen­
erally turned sharply to the left when he had 
passed through the barrack-gates and struck 
out in the direction of the still fresh and smiling 
country lanes.
And it happened one day that he had been off 
at least an hour earlier than usual and was on 
his way home again, when just as he got near 
the pretty village of Fulford he noticed a young 
lady coming to meet him accompanied by a 
little dog.
What took place next happened all in a mo­
ment, for the little dog stopped short with nose 
in air and one front-paw held off the ground ; 
then it gave a sharp whining bark and flung it­
self upon Darrell with a thousand tokens of wild 
affection and welcome.
“ Victoria—Victoria,” the young lady cried, 
“Victoria—Victoria! Don’t be afraid,” she 
said to Darrell, seeing that Victoria took not 
the smallest notice of her—“it’s only play—she 
won’t hurt you—Oh!—oh ! it is you—Mr. Dar­
rell— Clive !”
CHAPTER XII.
“you may kiss me.”
It was a very quiet lane in which Darrell and 
Joan Douglas met again. There were houses at 
the end of it, the end which turned into the 
village, but these houses did not have a good 
view of that part of the road where these two 
met. I do not know that the fact of there being 
not a single soul in sight had anything to do 
with Darrell’s demeanor on that occasion, but I 
do know that when he found Joan Douglas 
clinging to him, her great gray eyes ablaze with 
love, his name upon her lips, "and Victoria fran­
tically dancing around them both, I do know 
that the situation was too much for him alto-
f'ether, and that he quite forgot that he was no onger, to all practical purposes, Clive Darrell,
but John Smith, Corporal of the Thirtieth Dra- 
oon Guards, and that he took Miss Douglas in 
is arms and kissed her over and over again 
with little fond ejaculations thrown in—“ My 
love—my darling—Joan—Joan—dearest—dear­
est.”
At last, however, he came back to himself and 
half-pushed her away from him. “ What have I 
to do with you?” he cried—“look at me,” with a 
gesture toward the uniform which clothed him.
Joan Douglas smiled up at him. “ Well, I do 
look at you ; I haven’t looked at you half enough 
yet; but I see that you are just the same, except 
that you’ve grown a mustache, which doesn’t 
become you half so well as a shaven lip.”
There was a seat by the roadside, just a wood­
en plank on two supports, and Miss Douglas sat 
down and patted it with her hand to show that 
she wished him to sit there also. “ Come and sit 
here, Clive—I have so much to tell you.”
But he did not sit down just then. “Oh, 
my dear!” he cried, “ don’t speak to me like 
that—I ”
“ Well ?” she asked. “You—? Goon—Iam 
waiting. ’
“Don’t you realize what has happened to 
me ?” he exclaimed. “ Don’t you realize that I 
am only a Corporal of Dragoons now—little bet­
ter than a trooper—that if a ruined Clive Darrell 
was not good enough for you-----”
“ /never said so,” she interposed, quietly.
“ No, because you are too good, too true, to 
say any thing that would hurt me or wound me,” 
he cried.
“You never gave me the chance of doing 
either,” she put in—“ don’t forget that.”
“I gave you the chance of sending Victoria 
back again,” he said, brokenly.
“ Yes, at the cost of her pretty little life—Oh ! 
how could you ? And since we are on the sub­
ject, I think I may as well tell you that I think, 
and I always have thought that it was exceed­
ingly unkind of you to go away without even 
giving me a chance of proving myself a heroine, 
if I wanted to do so.”
“I did what I thought was best,” he said, 
meekly.
“Yes, but you should have let me have some 
say in such a question too,” she rejoined, quick­
ly—“ you would have spared me many a heart­
ache, I assure you.”
He was beside her on the seat in a moment. 
“Joan, my dear little love, has your heart 
ached?” he cried, tenderly—“I am so sorry, so 
sorry. What do you think, then, that my life has 
been all these wearjr months ? Oh! my little 
love, a very hell of misery and regret.”
He looked so wan and worn and haggard, in 
spite of the joy in seeing her again, that the girl 
drew his hand to her and held it against her 
heart with a tender murmur of comforting and 
reassuring words. And the little dog Victoria 
had jumped upon the seat and climbed jealously 
upon his knee, where she sat with her black 
eyes turning first upon Darrell and then upon 
Joan, as if her cup of joy was full to the brim 
and running over, and she hardly knew how to 
express sufficiently her satisfaction at seeing the 
two of them together again.
“ You have been wretched and unhappy—I 
can see it in your face,” she said, tenderly— 
“ my poor boy. But it is all over now. You 
won’t go away and lose yourself again, Clive, 
promise me that.”
“ I cannot go away and lose myself, unless I 
buy myself out and throw over soldiering a 
second time,” he said, rather bitterly. “When 
I parted from you at Dovercourt, I was practi­
cally a free agent, but now it is like the Centu­
rion’s servant—they say to me—‘ Go,’ and I go 
—or ‘ Come,’ and I come. I can’t get out of 
your way now, however much I want to do it.”
“ But you don’t want to get out of my way, 
Clive, do you ?” she asked, yearningly.
“ I ought to want it,” he answered ; “ and if I 
were a man, a real man, I should remember al­
ways that there is a great difference between us 
—that I am only a corporal of ”
But there she stopped him. “Look here,” 
she said—“ I want to put a very plain question 
to you. When this little thing ’’—laying her 
hand upon Victoria’s sleek little head—“saw 
you just now, did she stop to consider whether 
you wore the uniform of a Lieutenant of Hus­
sars or of a Corporal of Dragoons ? Now tell 
me that.”
“No, of course not, but then-----”
“ Then do you credit me with less feeling than 
a dog ?” she cried, half indignantly.
Darrell caught her close to his "heart with a 
passionate cry—which answered the question 
without any need of words; the movement 
brought complete shipwreck to poor little Vic­
toria, who was, however, very complacent and
began to bark with all her might and main, to 
run to and fro, inviting them both to games and 
romps, and failing to attract their attention, she 
jumped up on the seat again and artfully insin­
uated her little body between them and gasped 
for breath, as if her exertions had been too much 
for her.
“ I had not the smallest idea of seeing you 
ever again,” Joan said presently, when Darrell 
had given in and resigned himself to the delight 
of being with her; “but you—why, you must 
have known that you would see me before long.”
“No, I didn’t.’’
“ But you knew that Colonel Stewart had got 
the command of the Thirtieth ?”
“ Yes, but I did not know that you would bo 
here,” he replied.
She turned and looked at him—wonder and 
amazement plainly written on her face. *But, 
Clive, where did you think I should be ?” she 
asked.
“ Well,” he said, “ you can understand that 
the new Colonel and his belongings were very 
well talked over in the regiment, and you can 
understand, too, that being interested in them, 
I was more than willing to hear any news con­
cerning him and his that came in my way—and 
the man that went to look after the baggage at 
the station told me that there was a French gov­
erness.”
“ Well ?”
“ Well—it didn’t occur to me that there would 
be two,” he said, simply.
“ Two governesses ?” she said, questioningly.
“ Yes,” he answered.
“ No, I suppose not,” a queer little smile curl­
ing about her lips. “ Well, Clive, you see here 
I am, like a bad shilling, turned up again. You 
thought, I dare say, that I had gone out into the 
world, quarrelling with my employer, to seek 
my fortune ; but here I am, and—putting her 
hand in his—“ you will never be able to get rid 
of me any more.”
His hands closed over hers, but he looked at 
her with a perplexed gaze. “ Dearest,” he said, 
“you must be fed, you must be clothed, you 
must have a roof to shelter you. Then, how is 
it to be done ? I’m a poor half-hearted sort of 
chap; if I was worth my salt I should have 
made a fortune for you by this time. But I’m 
not—I’m a corporal in Her Majesty’s service, 
and, unless you are content to use your influ­
ence with Colonel Stewart to be put on the 
strength of the regiment, I don’t see how it’s to 
be done—I don’t, indeed.”
“ Oh! I think it can be managed better than 
that,” she said, quietly. “ Colonel Stewart will 
be able to suggest something—he’s a wonder­
ful man. Ah ! Clive, what a pity you didn’t fall 
in love with an heiress instead of a poor govern­
ess—or, what a still greater pity,” seeing that he 
made an energetic gesture of dissent, “ that I 
was not an heiress. Don’t you think so ?”
“Yes, I do,” he answered, promptly; “but 
since you are not, and I have lost my whole for­
tune, the question still remains the question, 
how are you going to live ? I am housed, clothed, 
and fed after a fashion by a grateful country, 
but I fear the strength of the regiment is not for 
you, darling, even as a last resource.”
“ Well, we will see. You will go back with me 
to the house ?
“I will do anything that you wish,” he re­
plied.
“ And I will take you to Colonel Stewart—by 
•the by, how is it he has never recognized you ?’’
“ I don’t know ; I have taken instructions from 
him almost every day.”
“ Ah ! he was not expecting to see you—that is 
it,” she said, calmly, as if it was quite an every­
day thing for him to be a corporal instead of an 
officer. “Well, you must tell him that I wish to 
be married to you, and that you don’t see your 
way to it. Do you see ?”
“ I hear what you say, yes,” he answered.
“ That is all that is necessary,” she said, smil­
ing. “ I have great faith in Colonel Stewart. 
He is the kindest man in the world. Very likely 
he will ask you if you want to marry me. I sup­
pose you do ?”
“ Oh! Joan!'’ he cried ; he was almost hurt 
that she could joke on such a subject, but Joan 
was too truly glad and gay even to mind that. 
She rose to her feet and held out her hand.
“ Come, let us go,” she replied; “ the sooner 
the interview is over the better for all of us.”
“ Stay,” he cried; “ how do you know that 
the Colonel won’t bundle me out of the house 
neck and croj) for my presumption ?”
“Do you think,” she replied, “ that I did not 
show him your letter, the last one ? Of course I 
did. Why, our letters had been full of you, the 
children could talk of nothing else when he came, 
and then—why, ot course I showed him your
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letter, and I know what he will say to you. Oh! 
he will suggest something, never fear.” So to­
gether they walked along the lane and through 
the village to the house where the Stewarts lived. 
They met two ladies on the way who bowed a 
little stiffly when they saw Miss Douglas walking 
on evidently familiar terms with what they called 
“ a common soldier.” And almost before the 
smiles which their sour expressions had brought 
to Joan’s face had died away they met three of 
the officers, whose consternation was ludicrous 
until one suddenly said to the others—“Depend 
upon it, she’s known him before. I always 
thought Smith was a gentleman—ho speaks 
Drench like a native.” And then they reached 
the house and Joan rang the bell.
“ Is the Colonel in, James ?” she asked of the 
butler.
“Yes, ma’am—in the library,” James an­
swered.
“ Come along,” said Joan, but stopped at the 
door of the library and (James having dis­
appeared) held up her sweet face to his. “You 
may kiss me, Clive,” she said, and Darrell kissed 
her.
CHAPTER XIII.
“my own.”
A moment later Miss Douglas opened the door 
and went into the room. The master of the 
house was sitting in an easy-chair, with a cigar­
ette in his mouth and a newspaper in his hand. 
He looked up in some surprise to see her come 
an followed by a corporal of his regiment.
“ Is anything the matter, Joan,” he asked.
“Nothing at all,” she replied; “but you re­
member my telling you about a Mr. Clive Dar­
rell, of the Sixteenth Hussars ? Well, this is Mr. 
Clive Darrell.”
“ But surely,” exclaimed the Colonel, jump­
ing up—“ surely this is Corporal Smith?”
“Who is Clive Darrell, incognito” said Joan, 
quietly. “ He wants to ask your advice, so I will 
leave you together.”
As the door closed behind her, Colonel Stewart 
turned to Darrell and held out his hand. “ I 
ought to have known you, Darrell,” he said, 
quietly— “ but ’pon my word the idea never 
occurred to me. Sit down, my dear fellow, and 
forget the Corporal Smith business and tell me 
—what is it ?”
“ Miss Douglas tells me, sir, that she showed 
you a letter of mine about a year ago,” Darrell 
began.
“ Yes, she did—a very manly, straightforward 
letter it was, too. I was exceedingly sorry for 
you.”
“Well, sir—until an hour ago I had not any 
idea that Miss Douglas was still with you-----”
“ Oh! you thought she had forgotten you and 
married somebody else, eh?”
“ No, sir, I did not think that, although, of 
course, I knew that such a thing was possible. 
But I knew—I heard that your children had got 
a French Governess, and I confess it never sug­
gested itself to me that you might be likely to 
have two.”
“Two what?” said the Colonel, in a puzzled 
way.”
“ Two governesses, of course, sir,” answered 
Darrell, promptly.
“ Two governesses—why, what are you talk­
ing about?” exclaimed the Colonel, bluntly. “I 
haven’t got two governesses—one’s nuisance 
enough to drag about the country, m all con­
science. Why, bless me, man, you don’t mean 
to tell me that you have believed all this time 
that Joan is my children’s governess ?”
“ Certainly I did,” Darrell replied.
“ Then that explains one part of your letter, 
neither she nor I could understand it. Well, she 
deesn’t happen to be my little folks’ governess— 
but I don’t know that that makes any difference. 
And I suppose you want to be married, eh ?”
“ Of course I do, sir—but I don’t see what we 
are to be married on. She must be clothed and 
fed and housed, and I don’t see how a corporal 
can provide for her as she is accustomed to be 
provided for,” said Darrell, anxiously. “ She 
would have me come to you, but I don’t see 
what good it will do. She is sure that you will 
be able to suggest something, although, as I told 
her, it must be impossible for you to suggest 
anything feasible excepting putting her on the 
strength of the regiment—not that that is a par­
ticularly feasible suggestion either.”
“ Well, scarcely,” said the other, smiling— 
then looked at him for a moment. “ Look here, 
Darrell,” he said—“ there’s one thing I can do 
which Miss Joan might have done herself, but 
instead has left me to do for her. I can teU you 
the truth.”
“Well, sir?” said Darrell, who had no idea of 
what was coming.
“ In the first place,” said Colonel Stewart, very 
distinctly, “ Miss Joan Douglas is an arrant little 
humbug.”
“ Sir!” cried Darrell, fiercely.
“ Oh! yes, I know. Fire up as much as you 
like, my boy, but it’s true, all the same. She 
palmed herself off as my children’s governess
“ Nothing of the kind, sir, she never spoke on 
the subject.”
“ Then how did you get hold of the idea ?”
“ From the children themselves. They told 
me that she lived with you, and that she taught 
them, and I-----”
“ You put two and two together and made a 
mistake—it happens sometimes. But Madam 
Joan is a humbug, nevertheless.”
“ Didn’t she bring you in here that you might 
ask me for advice, that I might suggest how to 
provide bread and butter for her ? Yes. Well, 
then, Joan Douglas is my ward—that is why she 
has lived with us ever since her father died. 
She taught the children by her own wish, and 
because we hadn’t room for a governess at Al­
dershot. And, as she has fifteen hundred a 
year of her own, the little humbug will be able 
to live very comfortably on her own money.”
“But I can’t-----” Darrell began, with a gasp.
“You can’t live on your wife’s money ! Why 
not ? You expected the poor governess to live 
on yours, didn’t you ? Then where’s the differ­
ence ?”
“ I did not mean that exactly, sir,” returned 
Darrell, “ but a corporal-----”
“ Oh ! well! I certainly don’t advise you to re­
main in the Thirteenth; it would be awkward 
for me and for her, too, to say nothing Of your­
self. But that is a matter that is easily remedied. 
The only pity is that you did not go down to 
Dovercourt and tell Joan everything instead of 
writing; it would have been much better, be­
cause then you need not have left the Sixteenth 
at all. Still it’s no use grizzling over that now— 
be thankful that everything has come right so 
soon; you know it might never have come right 
at all.”
“Thank God,” said Darrell, reverently, “for 
that.”
The Colonel got up and put his hand kindly 
on Darrell’s shoulder—“I’ll send her to you—1 
dare say she’s hanging about on tenter-hooks 
waiting to be sent for. Darrell, I congratulate 
you—you’re a lucky ellow, for Joan is a girl in a 
thousand, aye, in a million. I never—” with a 
short sigh—“knew but one woman that I 
thought more highly of.”
“ Thank you, sir,” murmured Darrell, huskily.
A moment later the door opened and Joan 
came in. Darrell was standing at a window, 
looking into the garden.
“ Clive !” she said, softly.
He turned round with a start—“My dearest,” 
he answered.
“You are not going to send me away for de­
ceiving you ?” she said.
“ I don’t think so.”
“ It was for such a short time—I hardly knew 
what you meant at first. And you don’t mind 
my having a little money ?”
“Yes, I do,” he said, with a laugh—“but I 
have compromised myself so completely, I sup­
pose I cannot get out of it now.”
“ Do you want to get out of it ?”
*“No,” he said, honestly, “I don’t.”
“You’ll sell out to-morrow?” she asked.
“ You forget ” he said—“ corporals don’t sell 
out or send in theirpapers—they buy themselves 
off. ’
“ Then you’ll buy yourself off to-morrow?”
“ Certainly I will.”
“ And you’ll shave off that moustache—I don’t 
like it. It makes you look more like Lord 
Charlie.”
“ But he hasn’t one.”
“ He has now.”
“ Oh ! And when did you see him ?”
“I have seen him often lately.”
“Tell me, Joan,” he said—“how was it you 
didn’t marry Charlie West ?”
“Because—oh! I don’t know—because I did 
not want to marry him.”
“That is a woman’s reason.”
“ But it is the best reason in the world. Oh! 
here are the children.”
Kitty came in followed by Georgie. “ Father 
said somebody was here,” Kitty explained— 
“ Why, it’s Lord Charlie—or—it’s Mr. Darrell. 
Oh! Mr. Darrell, why are you wearing that uni­
form ? It’s not your own, is it ?”
“Yes, Kitty, it is,” he replied. “Don’t you 
like it?”
‘ Not much—you’ve got a moustache.”
“ That’s my own, too,” smiling at her.
“ I thought Joan had sent you away. She’s so
unkind to people, particularly to nice men,” 
Kitty remarked—“ that’s the worst of Joan.”
“Don’t you say anything against Joan,” 
laughed Darrell.
“ But why not ? It’s true,” the child cried. 
“Why not?” repeated Darrell. “Why, be­
cause Joan’s my own too.”
[the end.]
IT NEVER FAILS.
A drayman had backed up to a warehouse on 
Beekman street to deliver a heavy box, and the 
process of unloading halted eight or ten pedes­
trians. Pretty soon along came a rusty old man 
with a very large cane and a very storm-beaten 
plug hat.
“ What! What! A balky horse !” he chat­
tered to himself as he took in the situation. No 
one answered him, and he asked of a bystander:
“ Have the expedients been resorted to ?”
“ Dunno.”
“ Looks like an obstinate brute, but I have a 
remedy. Always works when other artifices 
have been tried in vain. I suppose there will be 
no objection to me trying it?”
“ Dunno.”
“ Well, I’ll take it upon myself to start this 
beast. You see how easily it is done.”
He stepped to the horse’s head, pulled his 
left ear down, and blew in it with a great 
“ whew-o-o-s-h !” The amazed horse gave his 
head a swing, and the crowd saw the rusty old 
man go head over heels into the gutter, while 
his hat flew one way and his cane the other.
“What in blazes are you up to, anyway?” 
shouted the drayman, as he let go of the box 
and ran to the horse to quiet him.
“ Never fails—never knew it to fail in my life,” 
replied the old man, as he scrambled up and 
grabbed for his hat.
Everybody began laughing, and as he rescued 
his cane from the wheels of a passing car the 
man with a remedy turned and explained:
“ Left ear is the one. Always pull the left ear 
down and go ‘ w-o-o-s-h!’ and you’ve got him. 
Morning, gentleman—the left ear, remember. ’ 
—New York Sun.
SHE DIDN’T WANT HIM TO PERJURE 
HIMSELF.
A venerable Connecticut lawyer is fond of 
telling the following story of a brother barrister:
Himself and friend had once stopped together 
over night at a country inn. And next morning, 
just as the stage was about starting, his friend 
approached the landlady, a pretty Quakeress, 
and said he could not think of going without 
giving her a kiss.
“ Friend,” said she gently, “ thee must not do 
it.”
“By heavens, I will do it!” replied the bar­
rister.
“ Well, friend,” said she, “ as thou has sworn 
thee may do it, but thee must be quick aboui it 
or my husband will be in before thee has accom­
plished thy purpose.”
THE SMALL BOY’S REVELATIONS.
It is the small boy who usually tells things 
and the dinner table is his favorite theatre. Not 
long ago a bright little fellow out on Peach-tree 
street peered over into the dish at the head of 
tha table, and exclaimed :
“ What a littte chicken for so many people.”
The company smiled surreptitiously, and his 
mother endeavoured to quieten him. But he 
was like Banquo’s ghost. After they had all 
been helped and were eating, his face suddenly 
lit up, and, clapping his hands, he shouted :
“ Oh, yes, I know now, mamma. This is the 
little chicken that was sick so long in the yard, 
ain’t it.—Atlanta Constitution.
First Farmer—You can’t take $10 for that 
cow?
Second Farmer —Can’t do it.
F. F.—But yesterday you told me you’d sell her
for $10.
S. F.—I know I did, but I’ll have to back out. 
F. F.—What’s the matter ?
S. F.—You see the cow belongs to my wife,
and she says she will sob herself into hysterics 
if I sell her. It would break her heart.
F. F.—All right—it’s no purchase.
S. F.—I say.
F. F.—Well, what is it?
S. F.—Make it $15 and we’ll let her sob.
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four, and looked even younger with his yellow 
beard. “ She worked in a shop somewhere, and 
was as proud as Lucifer—and somehow always 
held her place in society, too. But she had 
faults that Tom didn’t like, else I assure you it 
wouldn’t have made any difference—I was not 
burdened with wealth, you know.”
A quick expression of contempt passed over
Eugenie’s face, then she stood more erect, hold­
ing those splendid gleaming curls in her hands 
with a look that suggested the thought of shears, 
and she performing the office of barber willing­
ly, so sharp, steady, and filled with hatred it was.
“ People did think it would really make a match 
at one time,” she said, after opening her lips 
once or twice, as if with the effort of speaking.
“ Did they ? Well, I’m sure I don’t care,” said 
Myriam, with sleepy indifference. “And I sup­
pose—well, perhaps she liked him, you know, 
and bought the jewels to spite me a little. Thank 
you. I’ll say no more about it—it’s mean spirit­
ed to talk and think so,” and she arose as Euge­
nie finished her task.
Eugenie sneered again, very careful that her 
cousin’s wife should not see her though.
“Both you and she are fools,” she muttered, 
as taking her lamp she passed from the room to 
her own apartment.
Poor Eugenie ! she had loved her cousin Tom 
Arrago as men are seldom loved. At one time 
—perhaps, dimly suspecting the nature of her 
emotions, he had flirted with her—for Tom had 
been very thoughtless as well as very gay, and 
Eugenie being fully three years his elder, with 
the foolish presumption of very young men he 
had considered her an “ old girl,” though beau­
tiful and brilliant.
“She’s my cousin, anyhow,” had been the 
drift of his thought; “ and she knows it would be 
preposterous to think of marriage ; but it makes 
her so happy, poor soul!” and so he went on 
with every new enchantment winding her heart 
in his toils—then leaving her for some fresher 
beauty. Miss Helen Gregory was the brilliant 
star that seemed at one time his destiny. He 
saw her while performing some little errand for 
his mother, in a dry goods store, well lighted. 
Miss Helen quite dazzled him with her dark 
beauty, her languid, half-contemptuous motions 
as she brought down small boxes, or pushed to­
wards him a seivey web, from which he was 
tempted to buy a portion, having indistinct no­
tions that his mother could make handkerchiefs 
or caps out of it, or give it to some poor person. 
He looked at her as long as he dared, mentally 
comparing her eyes to diamonds, her lips to 
rubies, her teeth to pearls ; and when at last his 
urchases were made, a singular smile warned 
im that he was trespassing, by his half-uncon­
scious stare, and provoked at his own stupidity 
he hurriedly left the store. After this he met 
Miss Gregory at sundry places, and at one time 
thought seriously of marrying her. One even­
ing he saw his idol unmasked, and from that 
time the enchantment was over.
A beautiful orphan was his next flame, and 
her he married. Tom was not rich, though he 
expected to be so on the death of a wealthy un­
cle who had made him his heir. His mother 
inherited a small property and had always been 
liberal in her allowances, and he was junior 
partner in a firm that was well established and 
very prosperous. His wife was beautiful, and 
having been restrained, through narrowness of 
means, from indulging her tastes for the ele­
gancies of life, she was ready to spend with a 
too lavish self-indulgence. Tom delighted to j 
see her well dressed—he was open-handed to a 
fault, and extremely sensitive. This latter was < 
in part owing to a misfortune that had overtaken 
his family—in the supposed guilt of a younger 
brother who had become involved in a crime, 
not through participation, but through the ma­
chination of an unrelenting enemy who had 
sworn to avenge a fancied wrong. This was the 
nature of the trouble: Frank Arrago, when a 
school-bojr, thoughtlessly avowed his tacit par­
ticipation in a school-riot. The avowal reaching 
the master’s ears, and the master being an aus­
tere and unrelenting man, Frank was thrown into 
a state of trepidation by being called up before 
the entire class and compelled to undergo a
It was a splendid ball, given by Horatio 
Springhigh in one of the noblest houses in 
Fifth Avenue, that the beautiful Mrs. Arrago 
took umbrage.
“To think,” she cried, throwing her geegaws 
hastily from her breast, neck and lingers, “ that 
that Helen Gregory should have a parure ex­
actly like mine!”
Her cousin Eugenie, a stately beauty of twenty- 
seven, yawned and slowly arose from the satin 
couch in the corner. Mrs. Arrago gave a lit­
tle scream.
“ You here, Eugenie ?”
“ Yes; I think I must have fallen asleep read­
ing. I never dreamed of sitting up so late—it’s 
morning, isn’t it ?”
“Morning, but not late,” answered Mrs. Ar­
rago, with a spiteful pull at her dress.
“ Pray, what’s the matter ?” queried Eugenie, 
now looking quite interested, as she moved 
slowly towards the solitary gaslight.
“ Matter!—nothing, only that Helen Gregory 
had a set of jewelry exactly like mine. I never 
felt so confounded and ashamed in my life. If 
she studied it over for a month she couldn’t have 
insulted me more effectually.”
“Gregory—why that’s the name of one of 
Tom’s old flames, isn’t it ?” queried Eugenie, a 
light creeping subtly over her face, kindling 
her eyes to a cruel flame, though the words seem­
ed to come so artlessly.
“ You needn’t remind me of that,” half pouted 
Myriam Arrago, flashing back a defiant glance at 
her mirror, while her jewelled hand sought a 
tiny bell-rope. “ I’ll dismiss Rebecca — that 
makes twice I’ve rung for her, and the lazy 
thing-----”
“She was sent for, Myrry—her mother was 
expected to be dying,” said Eugenie, in a softer 
voice than was her wont.
“Ohl” and the little body turned herself 
about, a trifle paler. It was not the kind of sen­
sation she relished, thus to hear of death, flushed 
and triumphant from the ballroom. For trium­
phant she had been in her glad young beauty, 
as she was everywhere.
“Poor thingr’ she added, her arms dropping 
“ and she thought so much of her mother. I 
meant to tell her yesterday to take some jellies 
round, but I really forgot.”
“Jellies will do her no good now,” said Euge­
nie. “ Let me help you, as long as I am up.”
‘ ‘ Oh, thank you! you may untie,” replied 
Myriam, carelessly; “ and please take out that 
back-comb—it has hurt me for an hour.”
Eugenie, with another of her dark looks, indo­
lently began her self-imposed service. She lift­
ed the comb, and down fell a mass of heavy hair, 
so gloriously tinted that its dark splendors seem­
ed almost to mock the shining diamonds that 
glittered on the velvet-lined cabinet before them.
“So many have asked me where I got my 
hair,” said Myriam, with a self-satisfied glance 
opposite. “It’s such an impertinence — they 
can’t believe it’s all my own. I think I’ll be 
Undine at some fancy ball, and just wear it 
hanging as it does now. Wouldn’t that con­
vince them ? I should not be so lazy, though; 
you are tired, Eugenie.”
“Not as tired as you are, nor as cross, either,
I might have said when you first came home. 
Pray, how did the jewels become Miss Gregory? 
You know, or perhaps you don’t know, that I 
never saw her.
“ That’s rather strange. Oh, they became her 
splendidly. She is handsome, very handsome, 
only there’s something like a spite in her man­
ner, whether moving or in repose. She always 
seems to be saying to herself, and by implica­
tion to other people, ‘I may have been scorned 
some time in my life, but it don’t trouble me.’ I 
shouldn’t want my manner to betray so much.”
“She was poor, I believe, when Tom first 
knew her.”
“ Yes, I have heard so,” said Myriam, uneasily. 
She knew it had been reported that if Miss Greg­
ory’s fortune had come a little sooner, Tom 
would have been at her feet—but then Tom had 
unbosomed himself to her before their marriage 
and told her what disenchanted him—and she 
had implicit confidence in her “ dear old Tom,” 
as she called him, though he was but twenty-
rigid course of cross-questioning. Two search­
ing eyes glaring fiercely at him over the tope 
of a pair of spectacles, sapped all the courage 
with which he had fortified himself; and being 
driven to it, he confessed the name of the 
ring-leader, who was severely punished and ex­
pelled. This boy, a revengeful fellow, swore 
that he would yet have it out of young Frank, if 
it took him the best part of his life to do so. A 
serious robbery was committed, in which two 
persons were wounded. The circumstances, the 
place, and Frank’s unfortunate locality at the 
time, made a strong circumstantial evidence 
against him; timid and frightened, he all at 
once disappeared, and for nearly a year had 
not been seen or heard from.
Mrs. Arrago, the elder, never for a mo­
ment believed in his guilt—neither did Tom. 
They held their heads as high as ever, always 
defending the son and brother from the foul 
aspersion that had been cast upon him.
So here stood the matter—Tom, noble and 
with a fine prospect before him; Frank exiled, 
though innocent; Cousin Eugenie, who had 
consented, through the urgency of her cousin’s 
wife, to take up an abode with them—foiled in her 
plans, and revengeful because they had not 
been consummated, and Helen Gregory, disap­
pointed, mortified, but still defiant, and willing 
upon any emergency to make all the trouble she 
could, since the only man for whom she had 
ever cared had slipped through her fingers. Not 
a very amiable group—but the world, like my 
little story, is not made up of amiable groups 
altogether.
Tom looked gloomy the next day at the break­
fast-table, while the cloud on Myriam’s face had 
long been banished.
“ What a perfect little sunbeam you are,” said 
he, watching her fluttering movements, his face 
lighting up, “ isn’t she, Eugenie ?”
His cousin smiled assentingly, but her look 
darkened immediately, though no one would 
have noticed it.
“And how about the ball?” he asked, after a 
few moments of silence ; “was it a brilliant af­
fair?” Myriam had attended with her mother 
for escort, while Tom was away from the city on 
business.
“ You may judge when I tell you that there 
were two sets of diamonds exactly alike,” said 
his wife, a little vexation in her voice. She was 
busy at this moment pouring the coffee, and did 
not see the instantaneous pallor that overspread 
his face. Eugenie, on the contrary, did, and was 
surprised out of her usual calmness.
“ Why, Cousin Tom!” she cried, with great af­
fectation of alarm, “you are not well, I am sure.’*
Myriam glanced up, her quick perceptions tak­
ing instant alarm—but how different her thoughts 
from the evil suspicions of her cousin.
“ Tom, you do look pale,” she said, letting go 
her hold of the coffee urn.
“Nonsense,” replied her husband, as flushed 
now as he was white before. “If I scald my 
mouth and change color a trifle, you are all 
frightened. What an important personage I 
must be.”
“But, Tom, your coffee was cold,” said Myri­
am, ruefully.
“ Well, I didn’t say I had scalded my mouth,, 
or that I had a terrible twinge of the toothache, 
or that my infallible barometer tells me by a gouty 
pain that we are going to have a spell of weath­
er, but any one of the three might have made 
me change countenance. Myrra, give me some 
coffee just hot enough to scald, and I will take 
care to preserve a decent composure of counte­
nance.”
Myriam smilingly poured the coffee, and the 
matter was forgotten by all but Eugenie, who 
took care to revert to it a few hours afterward.
“ I think you are the silliest little goose,” she 
said, with a forced laugh.
“Pray why?” queried Myriam, looking up 
anxiously from her work.
“ Why, if it had been my husband that changed 
color so when you alluded to the diamonds, I 
should have fancied everything, and never rest­
ed till I knew the reason for it.”
“What a suspicious creature you are I” ex­
claimed the other, setting herself to her work in 
an unconcerned manner.
“True—I am very different from you; my 
temperament is more excitable; and then, my 
dear,” she added—for she made it a point to al­
lude often to her age—“I am so much older 
than you, and have seen so much of men and 
the world;” and with this shaft she plied her 
needle vigorously, watching sideways to note 
the effect.
Myriam winced a little. True, Eugenie was 
older—she had been intimate with her cousin 
for years, while his wife had scarcely known him
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for one year yet. Could it be possible that he 
had ever given her reason for this caution ?
“ In other words, you would be jealous, I sup­
pose/’ said Myriam, with a curling lip.
“Why, yes, you might call it that,” replied 
Eugenie, a charming pretension to candor soft­
ening the confession. “I think,” she added, 
dreamily, as if musing to herself, “I think I 
should have been a little jealous of Cousin Tom, 
he’s so thoughtless.”
“Now, Eugenie,” cried Myriam, with a small 
show of anger, “ I declare it’s very unkind of 
you to speak so of Tom. He’s the very soul of 
honor—l know that—and as to his thoughtless­
ness, he’s no more thoughtless than any young 
man of his age, and never so towards me— 
never.”
“ I’m very glad he stands so high in your esti­
mation,” said Eugenie, smiling.
“He’s my husband!” responded Myriam, 
with a touch of pride, lifting her slight figure to 
its utmost height, at which Eugenie turned scar­
let and laughed uneasily.
“ Of course—and I was only trying you to see 
. how you would take it. I am perfectly satisfied 
now that my cousin has a jewel for a wife, who 
would believe neither calumny nor slander 
against her husband, no matter from what 
source they sprang—even from the bosom of his 
own family.” And delivering this little speech 
with peculiar emphasis, and in a tone that was 
strangely thrilling, though meant to be uncon­
strained, she gathered up her work and walked
quietly out of the room/
“ How very singular Eugenie has behaved all 
the morning,” Myriam said to herself, following 
the retreating figure with astonished eyes; “ one 
would think she had some spite either against 
Tom or me. Poor thing! they say she used to 
be very fond of Tom, and maybe sometimes the 
the old feelings come up and make her irritable 
and uncharitable. What a pity she didn’t mar­
ry ! But then she almost hinted something amiss 
in Tom; but she shan’t see that I notice it. It 
did look odd, his changing color so suddenly, but 
she should never know I thought so, or had one 
ungenerous feeling towards Tom if I died for it. 
Poor Tom ! I’ll have a talk with him ; perhaps 
it’s business. Dear, dear, what a pity I married 
such a catch 1 Tom is certainly the handsomest 
fellow I see anywhere, and it must have made 
some hearts sore.”
Meanwhile, while the pretty, busy little wife 
was fortifying herself against all imaginary evils, 
Eugenie Arrago, having in her possession the 
worst thing one can carry about, viz., a bad 
heart, was pacing the floor of her chamber in a 
terrible rage. Some natures are so easily moved 
that the merest pebble thrown into their depths 
will create not merely ripples, but waves. It is 
needless to say that such are always the shallow­
est. She was all the time laboring under an 
impression that Tom had trifled with her, and in 
proportion to her wild love was the singular hate 
consequent; hate not only towards him, but his 
sweet little wife, whose charms only fed the fuel 
that such feelings fanned into a vivid flame. To 
add to her other miseries, she was dependent, 
her little annuity being only sufficient to keep 
her well dressed, and at times she lost her self- 
possession and fell into a frantic rage, that with 
all her accomplishments she had not been able 
to impress any man sufficiently to make him 
think her worth the wooing. For this she 
blamed Tom. For one year he had flattered 
and followed her; to be sure his attentions were 
not sufficiently marked to confirm her hopes at 
any time, but he had kept two or three swains 
who might have been devoted, from proposing, 
and for nearly ten years afterward she had lived 
in mourning seclusion, ostensibly because of the 
death of a married sister, but really on account 
of her own bitter disappointment. It was never 
a difficult matter for her to hate—only give her
sufficient cause. Her feelings were on the sui* 
face, and easily aroused. Judge how she dis­
liked the pretty-faced child of eighteen who had 
been preferred before her.
Continuing her walk, she moved rapidly from 
chamber to chamber, stopping now and then 
wearily. Suddenly she paused before an open 
door in Tom’s dressing-room. On the floor, just 
within the sill of the closet, she saw an envelope 
that appeared to be well filled, but had no ad­
dress on the outside. What prompted her to 
take it up, and more, to keep it and run stealthily 
to her chamber, those better versed in the studv 
of the human heart than I am can perhaps tell, 
for ordinarily Miss Eugenie would have consid­
ered herself an honorable. Nevertheless, she 
took the missive, encouraged doubtless by some 
unseen evil counsellor, and not only that, but 
read it with a wicked triumph in her manner. It 
was as she instinctively guessed, a letter from 
Tom, and directed to a lady. Poor Tom, alas ! 
did not stand very high in her regards, as per­
haps was not to be wondered at, but yet she’ did 
not look for what the contents of this letter dis­
closed.
It was as follows, commencing with “Dear 
Helen.” I leave out a paragraph or two, which 
would be hardly interesting :
“And now, dear H., I have done for you all 
that I possibly can under the circumstances. 
At all events, a retreat is secure to you, where 
you will meet with all the care and attention that 
you will need in your trying hour. My wife as 
yet knows nothing of our secret; until all turns 
out for better or worse, I do not intend that she 
shall; and yet it is foreign to my nature to use 
deception, as I have sometimes been obliged to, 
and may be again. For your sake, she shall 
never suspect—never. I do pity you as sin­
cerely as I pity myself, and surely my own posi­
tion in the matter is far from being an enviable 
one. No one knows here how much I suffer, al-
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beit my temperament is not melancholy. Some­
times the knowledge of one circumstance almost 
overpowers me ; hut what can I do ? The mis­
chief is already done, and, from what I know, 
cannot be repaired. We must wait for the course 
of events, that never surely seemed as slow as 
now. God is a God of the innocent, and will not 
shield the guilty. I tremble when I think of 
that, and rejoice also.”
A letter to set such a spirit as Eugenie’s 
aflame. Ambiguous, yet pointing plainly to 
guilt, and—that guilt, whose could it be but his 
own ? The wicked woman felt a throb of joy as 
she arose from her ungenerous act. Her dark 
eyes shone as she reflected how she could place 
this missive before her cousin’s wife without 
complicating herself. Carefully she laid it away 
in a rosewood box among some sweet scents and 
dried flower leaves—some neatly folded notes, 
commonplace in their contents, but read, as they 
were once read, filled with a meaning with which 
she invested them—and warily bided her time.
She marked her cousin well when he came 
home. Her experienced eye told her that all 
was not right; and when he commenced look­
ing among his loose papers, lifting books, and 
even Myriam’s work-box and basket, his wife 
anxiously inquired the cause.
“ Oh ! nothing, at least, nothing very particu­
lar—a bit of paper- a memoranda, that was all.” 
He did not catch the gleam of Cousin Eugenie’s 
false eyes as they fell beneath their lids. A 
memoranda—she knew better.
“ I’ll help you, dear,” said Myriam, quickly 
rising, while Eugenie laughed mockingly under 
her breath; “was it folded? was it in an en­
velope ? (he looked sharply at her, but she was 
very busy lifting this and that trifle) was it any­
thing very important ?
“Oh—yes—rather—but never mind, I must 
have dropped it at the office” feeling in his 
pockets again—“ don’t trouble yourself, it will 
come to light some time.”
“Perhaps you can remember what it was,” 
said Myriam, earnestly.
Oh, yes, he could remember; and Eugenie bit 
her lips, and laughed that unheard, wicked 
laugh again.
That very evening they had a very quiet hour 
or two together. Eugenie had retreated with a 
headache, there was no chance of callers, for it 
was very dismal and rainy out of doors—within 
everything was arranged up to tho exact point of 
coziness that made the room agreoable as well 
as comfortable. The firelight gleamed redly 
upon the bright colors of the carpet, the soft pol- 
isn of the mahogany reflected the white glitter of 
the steel fender, ornaments, and implements. 
The light was just right, and made little Mrs. 
Arrago more bewitching than ever, snugly seat­
ed in the curve of the red lounge. It was some 
time before the little woman could say what she 
was thinking and preparing all day, and it made 
her somewhat quiet and distracted.
“ Why are you so silent, little one ?” asked Tom, 
playfully; “do you wish there was a ball, to­
night ?”
“ Oh, dear, no ; I’d rather have you all to my- 
Belf, than go to a dozen balls, but I—I—why I 
was thinking.”
“ Well, and have you any objections to telling 
me of what you were thinking?” he queried, 
drawing her close to him, and placing her head 
very conveniently pn his broad shoulder, her lips 
within tempting reach.
/‘I was thinking that you, perhaps, do not feel 
as well lately, as formerly.”
“ Oh, that is it. Why, my child, I’m blooming ; 
is there a stoop in my shoulders, a hollowness 
under the cheek bones, a diminution of the ap­
petite, a-----”
“ Stop, stop!” cried Myriam, playfully putting 
her hand to his mouth. “No, you’re just the 
Bame handsome old fellow, but sometimes so—
I mean looking so terribly sad, that I long to 
know what it is, convinced that it must be some­
thing terrible.”
“ Ah ! the cares of married life1” laughed 
Tom. “ But come, I’ll be frank with you. Au- 
Btead, one of the senior partners, is going to 
leave the concern, and I have been offered the 
place for a consideration, but-----”
“ Why, Tom, I thought you were a partner, al­
ready.” .
“ A very junior one, my dear ; there are four, 
and I am the youngest. Now for a good round 
sum of money, which I can ill afford to spare— 
indeed, I cannot spare it at all, for the very good 
reason that I haven’t it—I might step right into 
Austead’s place. The older Austead was kind 
enough to speak to me, first though there are a 
dozen that stand ready on the very first oppor­
tunity to step into his "shoes. It was very good 
of him ; and he could take much less of me than
from a stranger. But why talk about it—it is 
impossible. The loss of the Sea Bird has in­
jured my mother’s pecuniary interests, and I 
cannot look for more aid from her. Uncle Jared 
expects me to push my way—I wouldn’t ask him 
for a cent, for the world. If it had happened 
six months ago, I suppose I could have done it.”
“ Yes, because then you need not have pur­
chased this house,” said Myriam, thoughtfully.
“Exactly—but a truce to business. I don’t 
like to talk shop when I come home to sit with 
you, so we’ll drop the subject, if you please.”
“Only a word—how much money do they 
want?” asked Myriam.
“ Only five thousand dollars—a mere nothing 
in comparison with the profits of the business ; 
but I couldn’t raise one thousand, now. If I 
could manage four thousand in cash, I suppose 
I could pay the rest on time ; but Austead is a 
mighty particular fellow, and likes things done 
fair and square ; I don’t blame him.”
“ Oh ! but what a pity you have encumbered 
yourself with a wife—didn’t he say so ?”
“If he had!” cried Tom, with a quick gesture 
of wrath. “ No, dearest, I have done many fool­
ish things ; but the wisest one I ever did, was 
to marry you. You are worth a thousand Au­
stead partnerships,” and the beaming glance of 
affection with which he regarded her, quite de­
cided her mind. How delightful it would be 
could she be the means of helping him—then, 
truly she should feel that she was of some use in 
the world. The idea grew dearer and dearer as 
she cherished it in secret, and she determined 
soon to put it into execution.
Living in an obscure street in the city, was a 
French chemist and lapidary. He had the se­
cret of so skilfully imitating diamonds, that he 
was often resorted to by wealthy people, or 
those who wished to be so considered,, at all 
events, and sold many a chain and parure that 
the fortunate person who obtained it, thought 
the real thing.
But Myriam was assured that her treasures 
were all they had been represented. The set 
had cost five thousand dollars, so she had acci­
dentally found out through Tom’s mother, who 
did not approve of such extravagant presents ; 
but who, on Tom’s representation that they were 
really so much wealth laid by, consented "to his 
urchase. Those diamonds Myriam had always 
een very proud of—scarcely another lady of her 
acquaintance had anything as beautiful. Now, 
if she could sell them, even if only for three 
thousand, wouldn’t it be glorious ? she asked 
herself, clapping her hands. They had already 
lost their charm, for seeing their counterpart on 
Helen Gregory. She would rather go without 
diamonds, she said, indignantly, than wear a 
set like hers ; for perhaps she felt a little femi­
nine spite towards her would-have-been rival. 
So, on ttte following day, she dressed herself 
very carefully, throwing over her bonnet a thick 
veil, and set out for M. Froshier’s. It was with 
a great deal of trembling that she sought the 
unassuming shop; and finally, after passing a 
retinue of clerks, came to the great man him­
self—a skelton in green goggles, with long, white 
fingers, the ends of which he was continually 
rubbing gently with his thumb. Producing her 
treasures carefully, she submitted them to him, 
asking him how much they were worth. The 
man eyed them narrowly—smiled in a way that 
sent Myriam’s blood like ice, slowly creeping 
from vein to vein—there was such a singular 
meaning in the grimace, and then he asked in a 
voico as thin and wiry as himself:
“ Young lady, did you think these stones were 
real?”
“ Certainly, I did,” replied Myriam, trembling 
with indignation.
“ They are not, miss,” continued the man af­
ter a careful scrutiny; “but I remember the 
real ones very well.”
“You remember the real ones?” murmured 
Myriam, now scarcely able to speak.
“ Yes, miss, I remember the real ones very 
well. A gentleman brought them—let me see in 
August, I think it was. Gustave,” he cried in a 
shriller tone to one of his clerks, “ the order 
book for August, if you please.”
Myriam, hardly conscious of what she did, 
for her head felt light, and there was a ringing 
sound in her ears, clutched at the counter for 
support.
In another moment the clerk had handed a 
large book covered with brown morocco. Myriam 
was intently alive to all that was going on around 
her, strangely faint as she felt. She even no­
ticed the two star-shaped ink-drops upon the 
cover, and that the part upon which were printed 
the words “ order-book,” was of a vivid crimson. 
Slowly the meagre fingers turned over the 
leaves, pointing here and there until he came to
a place at which he paused, peering eagerly from 
the top to the bottom of the column.
“Yes, miss, here it is—a gentleman ordered 
it—that is he brought me a set of real diamonds 
by which I was to make a set of false ones, with 
a close imitation—a gentleman, Thomas Arrago 
by name. Oh, no, my dear miss, these are tho 
same ones that were manufactured at my shop, 
and I defy anybody to distinguish the difference 
between them and the original. * You did not, it 
seems. A very great triumph—a very great tri­
umph indeed.
And all this while everything grew dark to
Myriam, and the counter, and the lank, lean 
man seemed to swim round and round her, and 
the diamonds to dance up against her eyes. 
Then everything for a moment seemed blank. 
When she had recovered her face was very wet 
with the water they had thrown in her face, and. 
she knew that she must have fainted. It pained 
her to hear more, for the man, shrewdly guess­
ing the cause, made haste with a clumsy apol-
erhaps her father or her brother, he said, 
had found that business required this sacrifice— 
it was often done; and even, he added, in a 
whisper, husbands had been known to dispose- 
Qf the jewelry belonging to their wives, which, 
after all, was their’s by right of purchase.
Myriam said nothing to all this long harangue. 
She was mortified, humbled to the dust, insulted 
and outraged. She quietly asked one of the 
clerks to bring a carriage, and entering it drove 
home more dead than alive.
All feelings were merged in one, all thought© 
swalllowed up in the frightful realization that 
her husband, in whom she placed such implicit 
confidence, had deceived her, and for what rea­
son ? In vain she strove, in all their recent in­
tercourse, to remember one sign of his false­
ness ; and yet he had actually changed her dia­
monds, and who knew but the very jewels with 
which Miss Helen Gregory was decked, were 
her own ? Could he have given them to her ? 
The thought was an outrage to her husband, and. 
et she kept asking herself, with bewildered 
rain, what did it mean ? She had noticed some­
thing in Miss Gregory’s manner that night which 
had since, by recurrence, secretly tormented 
her, and yet she could not define it. Anguished, 
wretched, with throbbing temples and swelling 
heart, she arrived at her home.
The carriage stopped, and Eugenie, who was 
on the watch, saw her descend therefrom with 
some surprise, then breathlessly she ran to the 
head of the staircase and dropped a packet to 
the floor below. Myriam came in, half-blinded 
by tears and confusion, and a vague, nameless 
terror. She would not have seen gold if it had 
strewn the hall to her door. She did not care to 
see Eugenie, or any one, for she felt herself at the 
thought of such a thing, growing hysterical. 
Seeking her own little sitting-room, she threw* 
off her things with haste, almost with violence, 
and flinging herself on a lounge, tried in vain to 
rest her beating temples. The hours passed she 
knew not how ; that dull ache at her heart, like 
the ceaseless gnawing of a worm, made her 
sometimes gasp and struggle for breath. Tom 
would not be home that dav till four — the 
thought was a blessed relief to her—but how to 
meet him—how to overwhelm him with this evi­
dence of his guilt I If he had only told her, had 
had some wise need of the money and only con­
fided in her, she would not have cared for the 
jewels ; but to deceive her, to allow her to think 
these imitations were the precious things he 
had given her, particularly when he knew how 
distasteful such things were to a woman of re­
finement, it was simply shocking. Presently a 
servant came to say that lunch was ready.
“ I am not well, Mary,” said her mis tres©,
“ and prefer not to come out. You may bring 
me in a little refreshment.”
The girl came again shortly after, with a tray 
nicely spread—in one hand was the note Euge­
nie had dropped.
“Ifyou please,” she said, quietly, “here i& 
something I found on the hall floor. It may be 
what Mr. Arrago was looking for yesterday, and 
if I found it he said he would give me a shilling,” 
she laughingly added.
“Very well,” said Myriam; “I’ll hand it to 
him, and if it should be that, he will keep hi© 
promise, you may be sure.”
“ Oh! I did’t mean it ma’am,” returned the 
girl, earnestly. “ I wouldn’t take money for 
such a thing, and I at no trouble save only stoop­
ing. Indeed and indeed I wouldn't, ma’am.”
Left alone, Myriam looked at the letter, turn­
ing it over, and wondering why there was no di­
rection, while the food that had been brought in 
stood untasted by her side. But for the over­
whelming events of the morning, she would have
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z attached no importance whatever to the missive 
that now haunted her. Yet if her husband had 
deceived her in one thing, might he not in twen­
ty, and something urged her with a might she 
found herself unable to resist, until at last, with 
trembling fingers, and bathed in a death-cold 
dew, she took out and unfolded the note, After 
the first words, “ Dear Helen,” in her husband’s 
handwriting, she needed no spur, no temptation, 
but read on to the bitter end.
This time she did not faint, but calm, cold, 
white as any statue, laid the letter within con­
venient distance, and strove to prepare her soul 
for the mighty, coming struggle. Life was noth­
ing to her now, never could be any more. Oh ! 
to have that cheerful routine broken up—to think 
of Tom, her Tom, as a wicked deceiver, one who 
had won her heart only to break it! She tried 
to be heroic, tried to forgive him ; but all her 
nature rebelled. One of two things she decided 
to do, either to leave her home and seek a shel­
ter with her aunt, who had been in one sense 
her mother, directing a letter for him, enclosing 
the one she had just read, or to remain and 
charge him to his face with his horrible perfidy. 
She wondered at herself to find in her none of 
those violent emotions that sometimes break the 
force of such a blow. She was calm, quite calm 
and cold—oh, so cold! Would this be so when 
she saw him ? How should she effect the meet­
ing, and avoid any witnesses ? She was ill, yes, 
that was evident. The food remained untasted, 
so when the servant came again she still com­
plained of sickness, and said she should be com­
pelled to go up to her own room.
Eugenie came with a face all sympathy, and 
grew pale and a little frightened when she saw 
what she thought was the result of her machina­
tions. Such a woe-begone, helpless, corpse-like 
face, with the life and beauty, it seemed, all 
drenched out of it I It roused even her dead­
ened feelings to see the helpless manner and 
white, anguished lips that did not quiver, no, 
but seemed plastered down to the very teeth— 
losing all power of motion, but expressing some­
thing that words could never have conveyed. 
And yet, after the first shock, this was a tri­
umph to her base heart.
“ She will now know what it is to suffer slow 
torture,” she muttered, as she descended the 
stairs, trembling a little, yet exulting.
Tom came in that evening quite jubilant; he 
had whistled himself home, and as soon as he 
opened the door the whistle sank to a whisper, 
for a sudden chill seemed to fall upon him. 
Myriam always before had been ready to meet 
him, either at the very threshold, or so near 
that he always waited for the rustling of her 
dress. Now she was nowhere to be seen. He 
looked aimlessly through sitting, music and 
drawing-room, thinking she might be out, then 
went up-stairs to her chamber. There was 
Myriam, pale, but quite composed—womanly 
still through all her bitter trial—loving still, un­
willing to harshly wound, but decided and al­
most unforgiving.
“ Why, my darling!” cried Tom, genuine ter­
ror blanching his race, “what is the matter? 
Are you ill ?”
“ Not ill in body,” was the mournful reply; 
“but sick almost to death at heart.”
“ Myriam, you alarm me I” and he drew near, 
but she repelled him, gently but decidedly.
He gazed upon her a moment, terror and an­
ger in his eyes, then he brought a chair and 
seated himself beside her.
“In all our married life, Myriam, you have 
never before done that—never looked upon me 
like that. I am utterly at a loss to think what I 
can have done—how I have offended you.”
Myriam covered her eyes with her fingers and 
her whole frame shook with the intensity of her 
emotions, for, oh! how she loved this man!— 
her Tom, as she had so long fondly called him— 
so manly, so handsome—so treacherous, so 
cruel! Oh! to have blotted out the last few 
hours she would have given years of her life— 
but that might not be—even the past was in 
some sense eternal. Tom sat there still grieved, 
perplexed, indignant, and yet really knowing 
not what to do.
“ Oh, Tom, I’m so disappointed in you !—and 
yet I can’t say what I thought I could. I want 
you to take me home, Tom—home to my poor 
aunt—she will welcome me, I know—she will 
pity me—for indeed I need pity!” and with a 
feeble motion she placed the letter in Tom’s 
hand; and then, when he saw it and started, she 
told him about the diamonds, without looking 
at him or breathing a suspicion.
Tom’s face was a study. At first he glared 
and bit his lip so violently that it seemed as if 
the blood would start; then he looked pale, an­
gry and determined.
“I will say nothing to you about the mean­
ness of opening a letter that was not intended 
for your sight,” he said, coldly, and poor Myri­
am felt her heart growing like ice ; “ and as to 
the diamonds—but no matter. You wish to re­
turn to your aunt. In ten minutes there will be 
a carriage at the door. I can send your things 
any time.”
Myriam, outraged and white as death, started 
to her feet—but he was gone. She needed no 
other bidding; all the pride of her nature, all 
its resentment, all its passion were aroused. At 
the appointed time her husband met her at the 
door.
“ I shall accompany you,” he said, gravely, as 
she drew back when he entered ; and during the 
drive not a word was spoken.
After two hours’ ride—it was three to her 
aunt’s—Tom stopped the carriage before a small 
cottage, and gravely requested his wife to do him 
the favor to remain there a moment with him. 
Frightened, yet not knowing how to refuse, My­
riam followed him into the cottage, and from the 
narrow hall, up stairs, where sat a gentle look­
ing girl, with little babe upon her lap. Myriam 
started forward.
“ Helen Bryant!” she cried—then stopped, 
amazed.
“Not Helen Bryant,” said Tom, softly, “but 
Helen Arrago—poor Frank’s wife.
“ Frank’s wife !” cried Myriam, more in sur- 
rise than before ; for it was Helen’s father who 
ad been robbed and foully dealt by—and, as 
the world believed, Frank was the guilty man. 
The young creature herself looked almost too
much frightened to speak.
“ Myriam will not betray you,’' said Tom, gent­
ly, “ and you are too weak to talk now.” So he 
led his wife quietly down stairs, and seated her 
there ; but she could not speak—could only won­
der.
“ And now I will make my confession,” he 
said, humbly, with a contrite look that went to 
her heart. “ Frank, foolish boy, had married 
secretly, before this terrible trouble came ; then, 
for Helen’s sake, he begged me never to, betray 
him ; his own name was tainted—hers' should 
not be. It was thought after her father’s death, 
that she went to relatives in Chicago ; instead of 
that she came here. Frank was banned, 
obliged to fly for his life, though innocent as a 
babe. Poor Frank ! he had no one to help him 
but my mother and myself. Mother, as you 
know, lost a good deal of her property by the de­
struction of a vessel she owned. My poor broth­
er and his wife were homeless. How to get 
Frank from his hiding-place and help him to 
England, I did not know. How to provide for 
this unhappy wife, almost bowed down with 
grief and soon to become a mother. Myriam, I 
was perhaps unjust to you: I thought of the 
diamonds/’
His wife gave a convulsive start, and caught 
her breath.
“ It was wrong, I know—the hardest thing I 
ever did ; but what was to become of these poor 
banned exiles, with none to pity or to help 
them ?”
“ Oh, Tom, don’t say any more! Oh, Tom, I 
see it all! Do forgive me and take me back ?”
“ Hush, dear,” said Tom, for she was weep­
ing ; “ it is I who should ask forgiveness of you, 
for withholding my confidence, and for going to 
work clandestinely, instead of boldly and open­
ly ; but I thought of the sacredness of my prom­
ise to poor Frank, and decided to act on my own 
responsibility. It was mean and cowardly I now 
see-----”
“ You shall not say that,” sobbed Myriam; 
“no, no, you are my own, noble, blessed old 
Tom! and how could I doubt you even for a mo­
ment ? Oh, Tom, do you forgive me ?”
“ If you will forgive me,” he answered, smil­
ingly. “ And now about going to Aunt Eu­
nice-----”
“ Take me home I” was her only cry; “ take 
me home1”
And Tom did take her home, both wiser, both 
happier, the one determined to have no more se­
crets, the other no more suspicions.
Strangely enough, a letter awaited them that 
added doubly to their joy. A dying man had 
confessed himself the real criminal, fully exon­
erating poor Frank Arrago, and there was no 
need for any further concealment. Eugenie, who 
divined in what mood her cousin left the house, 
was left to her own wonder and spite forever 
after. She could not poison the peace of such a 
family, and before long she gave un trying, and 
it is hoped became a good Christian. As for 
Frank and his little wife, they came to live with 
Tom, his house was large enough for four, and 
they were loving brothers. Friends were raised 
up to the persecuted man, and before long he
took Tom’s place, and Tom had the vacant part­
nership. The jewels Myriam never wore again. 
She kept them, and prized them as she prized 
no earthly possession, for, as she said, they 
taught her the noblest lesson of her life ; ana 
she never again envied the woman who became 
the possessor of the original parure.
EVEN WITH THE BAGG FAMILY.
“ Now, madam,” said the attorney for the de­
fendant to a little, wiry, black-eyed, fidgety 
woman who had been summoned as a witness 
in a breach of the peace case, “you will please 
give in your testimony in as few words as possi­
ble. You know the defendant?”
“Know who?”
“The defendant—Mr. Joshua Bagg?”
“Josh Bagg! I guess I do know him, and I 
knowed his daddy afore him, and I don’t know 
nothing to the credit of either of ’em, and I 
don’t think-----”
“ We don’t want to know what you think, mad­
am. Please say ‘ yes ’ or ‘ no ’ to my question.
“ What question ?”
“Do you know Mr. Joshua Bagg?”
“Don 7 I know ’im, though? Well, I should 
smile! You ask Josh Bagg if he knows me. Ask 
him if he knows anything’bout tryin’ to cheat a 
pore widder like m© out of a two-year-old steer. 
Ask him if---- ”
“Madam, I-----”
“ Ask him whose land he got his cord wood off 
of last spring, and why he hauled it in the night. 
Ask his wife, Betsey Bagg, if she knows any­
thing about slippin’ in a neighbor’s paster lot 
and milking three cows on the sly. Ask-----”
“See here, madam-----”
“ Ask Josh Bagg about that uncle of his that 
died in the penitentiary out West. Ask him 
about lettin’ his pore ole mother die in the pore- 
house. Ask Betsey Bagg about putting a big 
brick into a lot of butter she sold last fall-----”
“ Madam, I tell you-----”
“ See if Josh Bagg knows anything about feed­
ing ten head of cattle all the salt they would eat 
and then letting them swill down all the water 
they could hold just afore he driv them into town 
and sold ’em. See what he’s got to say to 
that!"
“That has nothing to do with the case. I 
want you to-----”
“ Then there was old Azrael Bagg, own uncle 
to Josh, got rid of his native town on a rail 
’tween two days, and Betsey Bagg’s own brother 
got ketched in a neighbors hen-house at mid­
night. Ask Josh-----”
“ Madam, what do you know about this 
case ?”
“I don’t know the first livin’ thing’bout it, 
but I’ll bet Josh Bagg is guilty whatever it is. 
The fact is, I’ve owed them Baggses a grudge 
for the last fifteen year and I got myself called 
up as a witness on purpose to git even with ’em, 
and I feel that I’ve done it. Good-bye.”—Detroit 
Free Press.
SPLINTERS.
“Yes, marriage is a lottery, and I’m drawing 
a prize,” and the young man laughed as he 
pulled the baby carriage up the stairs.—Phila­
delphia Times.
Miss Sharpe—“ Oh, how do you do, Mr. Sissy ? 
You are not looking very well.” Mr. Sissy—“ No, 
Miss Sharpe; I’ve a cold or something in me 
head.” Miss Sharpe (calmly)—“I think it must 
be a cold.”—Munsey's Weekly.
Constance—“I care not for your poverty, 
George. Let us wed at once. We can live on 
one meal a day if necessary.” George—“Can 
you cook, love?” Constance—“George, I at­
tended a cooking school for two months.’’ George 
—“Then we will wed. I think one meal a day 
will answer.”—Prairie Farmer.
“What’s the charge against this man, offi­
cer ?” asked His Honor in the city court yester­
day. “He was drunk.” “Prisoner, the last 
time you were here I let you off with one dollar. 
This time it will be five and costs,” “ McKinley 
prices everywhere,” murmured the poor unfor­
tunate as he was being led away.—New Haven 
News.
An ingenious four-year-old boy up town amaz­
ed his father a day or two ago by swaggering 
into his parental presence with the remark: 
“Papa, I’ve made a" good motto for undertakers 
to put in their shop windows.” And the indul­
gent father, preparing to look amused, asked: 
“ What is it, my son ?” “ Why, this,” explained 
the youngster: “‘You kick the bucket; we do 
the rest.’ ”—New York Sun.
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1
A WISH.
Ip you might only have, love,
The sunshine and the flowers,
And I the cold and loneliness 
Of dreary, wintry hours ;
Jf every sweetness in my life 
Might answer to your claim,
And I could bear whatever loss, 
Whatever wrong or pain,
Would otherwise fall to you, love,
As falls the Autumn rain :
1 think I could not ask, love,
For any happier hours
Than just to know God sends to you 
The sunshine and the flowers.
—Lilian Whiting.
, The Last Plank.
BY NED BUNTLINE.
I was first mate of the ship Triumph, bound 
from Boston to New Orleans, with an assorted 
cargo of great value. The captain, Babbit by 
name, was an oddity in every way. He always 
struck for new courses, took all tracks but those 
prescribed by custom, and thought nobody knew 
anything but himself.
For instance, he insisted that a counter-current 
ran southward inside of the Gulf Stream, and 
that the only way to make a quick voyage to 
New Orleans was to hug close in on the shore 
side of it all the way out, despite the danger of 
capes, rocks and reefs, the whereabouts of 
which he said he knew too well not to avoid 
them.
Who could gainsay him ? He was captain of 
his own ship—monarch of it and all aboard. So, 
sailing with a stiff nor’-wester on our quarter, 
we sped swiftly on, passing all the dangers of 
the coast successively, such as Barnegat, Hat­
teras, ete., and found ourselves on a morning 
suddenly becalmed off Cape Florida, oiose in 
with the land, but soon drifting qorthward 
despite the captain's “ southerly current.”
It was very clear—not a cloud in sight—warm 
and close, though it was September, and the 
time for an equinoctial gale to be upon us.
“ Heave the deep-sea lead, Mr. R,” said the 
captain to me, “ and see if it is shoal enough to 
get an anchor to hold.”
I sounded, and forty fathoms was given.
“ Bend two hawsers together and drop our 
heaviest kedge,” was his next order. “ Then 
close furl every sail but the fore-storm-stay-sail 
and balance-reefed-spanker, send down all the 
light spars from aloft, and get ready to house 
topmasts and secure lower yards, get up 
preventer-braces and see all secure below and 
aloft.”
“ Ay, ay, sir 1” And it was done.
We were now ready for a storm, but I, old as 
I am in sea matters, could see no token of it 
anywhere.
“ We’re going to have a tough time of it, Mr. 
R.,” said Captain Babbit to me.
“ Why, sir,” said I, “ the sky is as clear as my 
love’s dear eyes, and the water is as smooth as 
a mill-pond. I see no sign of wind.”
“ Wait about two hours and you’ll sing another 
tune,” he replied. “ I’ve been in these latitudes 
before. The worst of this will be that it will 
come dead off shore, and if we must scud, Cuba 
and her reefs will be under our lee. If we 
bump our heads there, it will be the last of the 
old Triumph and us too.”
I made no reply, for I thought it only one of 
his fancies, and leaving the second mate in 
charge of the deck, went below to take a nap, 
for I’d had the mid watch and felt rather snoozisli. 
I went to my state-room and threw myself on my 
bunk, and soon was dreaming of a blue-eyed 
angel ashore, whom I hoped to be spliced to at 
a not far-distant time. A heavy trampling over­
head and the shout of “ aU hands ahoy!” 
brought me out of sleep, and to my feet in an 
instant. I hurried on deck. Ne ver "can I forget 
the change of scene, of sky and sea, from the 
calm beauty in which I had left it when I went 
below. Now, black clouds were rolling up to 
the northward, coming on in great blotchy waves,
like crags of ebon mountains, overhanging and 
about to fall upon us. The sea was black under 
the shadowy wing of the storm, and the roar of 
the tempest, like a hoarse, angry voice, came 
to our ears from the distance.
“Up with the fore-storm-staysail—never mind 
the spanker,” shouted the captain. “You two 
mates take the helm ; men, lash yourselves to 
the rigging, it will wash us fore and aft before 
we get headway.” And seizing an axe from the 
becket, he bounded forward and cut away the 
hawser which held us at anchor.
As he did this, I looked off on our starboard 
beam and saw the water apparently rolling in a 
huge white breaker towards us. The next in­
stant the wind struck us, and for a moment I 
thought all was over, for the ship keeled until 
her lower yard-arms were in the water.
“ Hard up—hard up the helm 1” shouted the 
captain in my ear.
I could but just hear him, and pointing to 
the wheel, he saw that his order had been an­
ticipated.
Just then away went our mizen-mast close by 
the deck, and that alone saved us, for now her 
head payed off before the wind, and the ship 
righted. Then the staysail filled, and away the 
old craft shot, like an arrow sped from a well- 
strung bow. As we got out into the gulf the 
sea rose literally so hard that the foam was 
scattered in cloudy mists through the air.
“How does she head?’’ asked the captain, 
who stood forward of the wheel.
“ Sou’-sou’-west, sir,” I replied in a shout, for 
the gale drowned all common tones.
“ If she goes at this rate and holds that course 
we will strike Cuban rock inside of ten hours !” 
he cried.
“ Why not try to heave her to ?” I asked.
“ In such a sea and gale we would be keeled 
up in a minute were we to try it; all our hope 
is" in a change of wind, or a lull which will let 
us put the mainsail on her.”
“This looks rough, but what is to be wi’l 
be. There is no rubbing that out,” I replied ; 
and then I did my best to steer as nicely as 
I could, so that no broaching to should hasten 
our fate.
On, on—once passing a hapless vessel drifting 
bottom up, with her sails and spars alongside 
of her—we swept, until the night was upon us. 
Then the captain and a good seaman relieved 
us from the helm and I had time to think. I 
went below and looked at the chart; I made an 
estimate of our speed, and to my horror saw we 
could not be over twenty, or, at most, thirty 
miles to windward of the rockiest part of the 
Cuban coast.
I went on deck sick at heart, for sea and gale 
seemed higher than ever. 1 told the captain 
how near the last peril was, but he did not seem 
to heed me. He stood with his shoulder to the 
wheel, and the ship flew madly on. Never had 
she sailed with such speed before.
I went forward, and while I looked at the 
phosphoric flame flashing from beneath the 
bow I thought of home, of my own loved Ella— 
and I groaned in bitter agony. I never before 
had feared death, but now—now so near, it was 
terrible!
An hour, maybe more, and then I heard all 
too plain, even above the wild roar of the storm, 
the sound so sullen and deep of the surging 
breakers. I rushed aft and shouted the fearful 
tidings in the captain’s ear.
“God help us I—God help us I” was all he 
said.
An instant after we were in white, seething, 
hissing water, and then, lifted skyward on a 
mountain roller, we were dashed down with a 
terrible crash upon the dreaded rocks. Dark­
ness above—flashing phosphorism all around— 
the ship shattering, parting beneath our feet, 
men shrieking in wild misery—my pen cannot 
paint the picture 1
And now wave after wave swept on over us, 
lifting the ship up and crushing her down, tear­
ing her all asunder, and yet I clung to a rope 
which I had fastened to a bolt in the deck, not 
knowing whether one was alive beside me or 
not, for all was silent but the winds and waters. 
Like howling demons they went on with their 
fearful chorus.
How long seemed that night, while I could 
feel that the shattered remnants of the old ship 
were going fast from under me ! But the bless­
ed daylight came at last, and even the sun 
shone out. Aud I saw, lashed like myself to 
the deck, but one man—that man was the cap­
tain. Whiter than foam was his face, and 
full as white his hair, which had been glossy 
brown on the day before. Our eyes met—his 
were wild and wolfish—insanity’s fir.e jvaa in 
them.
The sea now drove the last part of the wreck 
asunder, and for a moment I thought we both 
were gone ; but on one high spot of rock we got 
a foothold, and there clutching the coral crag 
with bleeding hands we hung.
Until then neither of us had looked away 
from each other or the wreck. But together 
glancing southward, there we saw, not a mile 
distant, beautiful, flower-carpeted, fruit-laden 
Cuba. White cottages, groves of golden oranges, 
and tall palm trees ; never had they looked so 
beautiful to me. Yet a mile of terrible breakers 
lay between us and it—a “ waste of waters,” 
through which the strongest swimmer could not 
hope to pass.
And the ship was gone—no, one plank—a 
single plank—small, but large enough for one 
to cling to, came drifting in our reach. With 
one hand each of us seized it, while with the 
other we clung to the peak of rock which alone 
had saved uh from instant destruction.
“ Let go the plank ! it is mine. I will lash 
myself to it and live !” cried the captain, his 
eyes glaring fiercely on me.
“I will not yield my right; the plank is 
mine, and life is as dear to me as to you 1” I 
shouted.
“ I have a wife and children; you have none ; 
let me live for them I” he pleaded.
“I have one dearer than all the world; I 
will live for her who yet shall be my wife 1” I 
cried.
“Fool—fool! she shall look for you in vain 1” 
And as he said this, he drew a pistol from his 
bosom. Well I knew it was capped, waterproof 
—well I knew how sure he was in aim ; but I 
drew the plank towards me which he had let go 
of when he clutched his weapon. He raised his 
hand, his weapon was levelled at my heart.
“ Give up the plank I” he shouted.
“ Never, coward—never 1 Fire, and my dying 
curse go with you !”
I closed my eyes—I knew my fate—but a wild 
rush of water, a fearful wave, swept me far, far 
away from the rock. Then I was drowning— 
gurgling, choking in the water. But I rose, and 
as I did, something hard touched my body. I 
clutched it—it was that blessed plank. To it I 
clung with a death grasp; yet it seemed as if I 
was doomed to die, after all, for the waters 
covered me, and I lost all consciousness.
But not for all time. I was restored to a 
knowledge that dear life was yet mine by the 
kind acts of Cubans, who had drawn my body, 
yet clinging to the plank, from the surf, and 
were applying stimulants when I opened my 
glad eyes once more on the face of bright 
humanity.
I asked if any others had got to the shore. 
They carried me to a mournful-looking group 
of bodies. I saw several of the crew, but not 
him—not the captain. But even while we stood 
there a great roiling wave swept him in, and tor 
an instant I thought he lived, he looked so grim, 
with the pistol yet clutched in his hand. But 
he was cold and dead, and after they bore him to 
the corpse-pile of the rest, and I had grown 
stronger, I took the pistol from his stiffened 
grasp, took aim at a piece of the wreck and 
fired. The bullet which had been intended for 
my heart went deep into the oaken wood. I 
went down on my knees then and there, and 
thanked the Almighty that I was saved for my 
poor Ella; and though I have since done a 
sailor’s duty in protecting and aiding the widow 
and orphans of the poor captain, I never have 
been so unselfish as to regret that I had posses­
sion of the last plank.
MAKING TIN FOIL.
The Tradesman gives the following in answer 
to the query how tin foil is made : The tin is 
melted aud run into blocks weighing from 205 
to 400 pounds each, and in this form the metal 
is kept for ordinary use. The old method for 
reducing it to the necessary thinness for foil 
was by hammering it by hand, as the gold beat­
ers do gold leaf, and this process is still in 
vogue to a limited extent. This, however, is a 
very laborious process, as the sheet must be 
constantly beaten, without intermission, to keep 
up the heat generated by the continuous strokes 
of the hammer, and the great drawback to it 
was that only one surface or face could be pro­
duced. The introduction of rolling machinery 
has completely revolutionized the trade, so in 
place of importing we now export. In these 
mills the metal is given a beautiful polish on 
both sides ; it is then cut into widths of twelve 
inches, rolled on reels, and cut in order by cut­
ting ma bines.
